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Enter King Richard , lohn of 

Gaunt, with other Nobles and 
Attendants. 



(CV. 




King Richard. 

f Ldc Iobn of Gaunt, time honoured Lancafier, 
> Haft thou according to thy oth and band, 

| Brought hither Henry Herford thy bold fon, 
I Here to make good tne boiftrous late appeal 
Which then our leifure wold notlctvs here, 
Againft theDukeof Norfolke, Tho \ Mtw. 

Gaunt. Ihauemy Liege. 

King. Tellmcmofcpuer, haft thou founded him 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, 

Or worthily, as agoodfubie&lhould. 

On fome k nowne ground of treacheric in him } 

Gaunt . As ncare as I could fift him on that argument 
Onfomeapparantdangerfeneinhinv ;J < - ' 

Aimde at your Highnellc; no inueterate malice. 

King. Then call them to our prefence face to face, 
Andfrowning brow to brow our felues willhcare 
The accufer, and the accufcd freely fpcake .• • ^ 

Hie ftomackt are they beth, and full ot ire, 

In rage, deafe asthefea,haftieas fire. 

Enter 'Bullingbrokc , and Mowbrav. 

Bulling. Many yeafe?v>ni^pie dales befall 
^y gracious Souerai^ie, my m6ft louifig ; Liege, : 

jfSk, 7L/f rrm 
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J 





260 270 




300 






^ " rnra ° c =--- 



TheTuiedieof 

Mm. Each daylhU biter others happinelle, 
Vrmlhhe Heauenscnuying Earths good htfppe, 

Adde in jmmortall title to your Crowne. 

King. wethank?yon both : yet one but flatters ts, 

As well apneareth by the caufj? you come*,. 

highsttfafoml 

Coofin of Hereford) vhat doll thou obieft 

Againft th^ijuke'oftybffdlke^horoas Mowbray l 
Bui. Firfl (hcauen helftiereeord.to my fpeech) 

In the deuotion of a Subiedls loue? 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince) 

And free from other misbegotten hate. 

Come I appeallant to this Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Mowbray, do I turnc to thee 5 
And marke, wygreeting well r.fbt 
My bodydb^f^akego^ivpon this earth* I /’ yf \ 

Or my diuine foule anlwerc it in heaufen. 

Thou ^rt ^Tjaitour, and a mifereant ; 

Too good t,o be fo,, and too bad toliuc : ’ 

Since the'i^refajFg^d^h^^i^ th? 

The vglierfeeme the clouds that nut; 6ie f ; 

Once ryiore, the more to agraiuate the. note, 

With a foule traitors name (tufte I thy throate. ( >; 

And wilh (lo pleafe my Soueraigne) ere I mouc, 

What my tong fpeaks,my right dravuie (word may prout» 

Tis not the trial! of a, womans warre. 

The bitter clamor of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this cauie betwixt vs twain e : 

The blood ishot that mud becoold tor this*, 

Yet can I not of fpeh tame, patience boaft. 

As to be hu (lit and nought at. all to fay. . 

Firft thefaire reuerenceot yourhighnclLecurbstrie,. 
prom giuingreynes andlpurs to my free Ipeech, 



Which clfe \yo^4.ppftarr»tilTitd^4^! s, ^ i *^ 

Thefe tearmes of trcalbn doubled downc his throati 




BichArltfoSecMd, J 

Callhim a ‘ 1 wou ld allow him ods, 

W lth rS^ tideto runneafoote, ' 

Xf ^ozenttdgcsofthbAlped,: * • ^ 

^ e ° v£Snd mhabuablc, ^ 

Where euer EngWh man durft fethtsfoote. 

“picfrcrabling Coward,thefc I thro* my g*g*. 
Difclaimtng here the kindred of a king, ; 

Bv that, andull the rites of Knighthood elfe, 1 - 
Whfch gently laid my Knighthood on my (houlder, 

IleanfwLtheein any faiw degree? , 

Orchiualrous deligne of Knightly tnaU * . . 

And when I mount aliue,aliue may Inotligh , 

,f St“hXtoinW»Mo»bra> e ^ 

It mud be great that can inherit vs, 

‘so much as of a thought or lU in hull, 

ThMMowbrsyhathKcciudeightth^^^ble^ 

In name of lendings, for your Highnelle Souldiours . 
Thewhich hehath detaindforleawdimployments, 

Like a falfe Traitotir and injurious ViUame. 

Belides I. fay, and will in battaile prooue, 

Ot heere, or clfe where, to the furthell Verge 
That euer was furuey ed by EnghHi eye, 

That ail the treafons fbr thefe E»ghteeneye^ Jf r. , * • 

Cotnpl otted and contriued in ches Land, n . - 

Ectcht from falfe Mowbray, there firrt head 
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TbcTragedieof 

Further I fay, and further will maintaine, 

Vpon his badlife to make all this good, 

That he did plotce the Duke of Glofters death. 
Suggeft his loonebelecuingaducrfaries. 

And confequently like a Traitour Coward, 

Sluc’te out his innocent foulc through ftrcamesofbWi 
Which blood, like facrificing Mel/,crics, 

Euen from the tongucleife Cauerns of the earth, 

To mefor iufticc, and rough chaftifement: 

And by the glorious worth of my difeent, : r i' 

This armeflialldo.it, or this life be fpent. r 

King. How high a pitch his rcfoluaionfoares: 
Thomas of Norfolkc, whatfayft thou to thi 

Mow. Oh let my Soueraigne turne away 1 
And bid his eares a little while be deafe, 
Tilllhauctoldthisflaunderofhisbloody ! 

How God, and good men, hatefo foulc alyer. 

King. Mowbray, impartiall are our eyes and eares • 
Were he my Brother} nay, my ktngdomes Heire, ’ 
As heis butmy fathers brothers Sonne, 

Now by Scepters awe I make a vow. 

Such neighbour rieerenes to our /acred blood. 

Should nothing priuiledge him, nor partialize 
The vnftooping firmenelfe of my vpright foule : 

He is ourfubieft Mowbray, /o art thou, 

Free fpeech and feareleife I to thee allow. 

<~Mow. Then Bttllingbrookg^ as low as to thy heart, 
Through the falfepaflage ofthy throat thou lieft: 
Three parts of that receipt I had for Callicc, 

Disburft 1 to his highnetfe Souldiers } 

The other part referu’d I, by confent, 

Forthat my SoueraigneLiege was in my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deere account, 

Since laft I went to France to fetch his Queenc ; 

Now fu allow downe that lie. For Glocefters death : 
l flew him notybut to mineowne difgracc 
Negledcd my fwafne dutv (n that cafe: 

For you tny noble Lord of Lancafter, 
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Bicli&rh the Second* - 

that doth vote my grieued foulei 
Ah bSt ere 1 laft receiifd the Sacrament, 

Ti.d confelTe it, and exaflly begd 
Your Graces pardon, and 1 hope I had it. 

^yfauhtasrorthereftappeaU, 

It iirucs from the rancour of a ViUatne, 

A recreant and moft degenerate Traitour } 

WhTch inmy felfel boldly will defend, 

Seoteichangeably hutle downethegage. 

Voon this ouerweeningTraitors foote, 

Tnorooue my fclfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Fuen in the belt blood chambred in your bofotne ; 

In haft whereof, moft hartily I pray. 

Your highneffe to affigne our triallday. 

Kinr. Wrath kindled Gentleman, be ruled by me,, 
i m Dvreethischolerwithout letting bloud., 

This we preferibe, though no Philmon .• 

Deepe malice makes too deepe mdifion; 

Forget, forgiue-, conclude, and be agreed. 

Our Doftors fay, this is no month to bleed 
Good Vnckle, let thisend where it begunne, 

Weelecalme theDuke of JV^%, you your fonne,. 

Gamu To be a makepeace Jhall become my^age. 
Throw downe (my fonne) the Duke of Norfolks gage;. 
King. AndNorfolke, throw downehis,. j 
Gaunt. When H*m>,wheittobedience bids, 
Obediencebids lfhouldnotbidagaine.^ 

King. Norfolks , throw downe we 6id, there is no boote. 
Mm. My fclfe I throw (dread foueraigne) at thy tboto 
My life thou flialt commaund, but not my Ibame ; 

The one my dutie owes } but my faire name, 

Dcfpight of death that liues vponmy graue, 

Todarke Di(honorsvfe,thou (halt not haue • 

I am ddgratt, impeacht, and baffuldhcerc 5 • i 

Pictfi tothe fouleiwith (launders venomd fpeaie»_ 

The which no balme can cure, but his heart blood 

Which 





TheTragedte of 

Which breathd this poyfon. , ■ ^ | 

King. Rage muft be with Good's- ,i ... , , 

GiuemehisgageyLionsmakeLcopardstame, ><,*! ' 
Aitwb. Yea, out not change hisfpatsjtakebutmyft, ani 
Andlrelignemygage,my dearc deare Lord. , t 
The purett treafure mortall times atfbord, 

Is fpotlelle reputation, that away, ; {h. 

Men arebutguildcdloame,and painted Clay t ,i 

A iewell in a tenne times bard v.p QbeG, m t „ . . . rxv. Z ) 
Is a bold Spirit in a loyall Bread. . ,V Vx; , ' 
Mine Honour is my life, both grow tjt6nej U 
Take honour from me, and. nay life is done. ; i -J t - 

Then(dcare my Liege) mine Honour let metry,.uo. | * 
In that I liue,.and for that will I die a iooL i . .|j n j ^ 

King. Coolin, throw vp^oiir gageydoyou begin; ; ! 

Bull. O G od defend my foule fro ; ni fuch det 
Shall 1 1 cemeCreft-falleain my fathers fight? 

hight. 



King. Uoolin, throw vp’yoUrgageydoyoubeginiL'.:! ' 

Bull. O God defend my foule from fuch deepefinne, , 
diaU I Iceme Creft-fallen in my fathers fight? 

Or with pale begger-face impeach my hight. 

Before this out-darde daftard? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound my Honour withfuch feeble wrong, 

Or found fo baec a parlee, my teoeh fliall teare 
The flauifh motiue of recanting fe are, 

And fpit it bleeding in his high dilgrace. 

Where fhame doth harbour, eu en in Mawbraies face, 
Kwg. Wew.ere.not borne to file, hut toxommandj 
Which fitlce we-camiotdoe, to makeyou friends, 

Be ready (as your lifefhall anfwere it) 

At C ouemrte ypon Saint Laniiardsduy : 

There fh all your Swords and Launces arbitrate 
TheLwellingdifl-erehceofyourietlcdhate: ' * . 

Since we cannot attone you, you fhallfde i ' . A>f. 

luifice defigne the V i dlors chiualrie . 

Lord Marihall, command ©ur Officers at Annes, 
Be_readie to diredt thefe home all armes. ; Exit. 



1QU(J 



bvT 



Enter Johnof Gaunt, trttb the Dutch* ffetef (jldCfft&t tec 
Gatmt. Alas, the part I had imWoodflockis blood, 
X)oth mo$c foticitcfficj then your exelaimes, It ' ' ^ 



Richard the Second , 

To (litre againO lh= totete of Wslift. 

Riir fince corredlionlyeth m thofe handes, 

Shich made the fault that we cannot cortex, 

Put wee our quarrell to the will of heauen } 

Who when they fee the bower’s ripe on earth, 

Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heades. 

Dutcbeffe. Finds Brotherhood in thee no lharper fpur . 
Hath louc in thy old blood no liuing fire t 
V Awards feauen Sonnes, whereof thy felfe art one. 

Were feauen Viols of his facred blood, 

Or feauen fairc branches fpringing from one rootc : 

Some of thofe feauen are dryed by Natures courfc } 

Some of thofe Branches by the Defleniescut: 

^xjbomas my deare Lord, my life, myGloceJler, 

One Violl full of Edwards facred blood, 

One flourifliing Branch of his mod Royall rootc 
Is craft, and allthe precious liquor fpilt, 

Is hackt downe, and his Summer leaucs all faded 
By Ernies hand, and Murders bloodieaxc. 

Ah Gaunt, his blood was thine, that bed, thatwombe. 
That mettall, that felfe mould that falhioned thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liueft and breathed. 
Yet art thou llaine in him ; thou doft confent 
In fome large meafureto thy Fathers death, 

In that thou feed thy wretched Brother die. 

Who was the modell of thy Fathers life : 

Call it not Patience, Gaunt , it is Difpaire, 

In differing thus thy Brother to be flaughtred ; 

Thou (hewed the naked path-way to thy life, 

Teaching Gerne Murder how to butcher thee : 

That uffiichin meanemen we intitle Patience, 

Is pale cold Cowardice in Noble breades. 

What lhall 1 fay ? to fafegard thine owne life. 

The bed way is, to vengc my Gloceflers deatl). 

Gaunt. Gods is the quarrell, for Gods fubftitute, 
Hisdeputieannoynted in his fight, 

Hathcaufd his death ; the which if wrongfully, ~. 

Tet Heauen reuengc, for I may neuer lift 
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The Tngedie of 

An angric arme againft hrsmtniftcr* 

Dut. Where then alas may I complaine my felfe ? 
Cjamt. T o God, the Widowes Champion and defence, 
Bute , Why then 1 will : farewell old Gaunt, 

Thou goeft to Couentrie, there to behold 
Our Coofin Herford and fell Mowbray fight. 

0 fet my Husbands wrongs on Herfords .Speare, 

That it may enter Butcher Mowbrayesbreaft. 

Orif misfortune mifle'the firft carrier. 

Be Mowbraies finnes fo heauiein his bofome. 

That they may breake his foming Courfcrs backe, 

And throw the rider headlong in the lifts, 

A Caytiffc recreant to my Coofin Herford. 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes Brothers wife, 

With her companion, griefemuft end her life. 

Gaunt. Sifter farewell, I muft to Couentrie : 

As much g<x>d ftay with thee, as go with me* 

Butch , Yet one word more; grief e boundeth where it fals 
Not with the emptie hollowneife, but weight : 

1 take niyleaue before I haue begunne, 

Forfortow ends not when it feemeth done; 

Commend me to my Brother Edmund Yorkej 
Loe this is all j nay yet departnot fo, 

Though this be all, do not fo quickly goe, 

I fliall remember more : Bidd him ; ah what? 

With all good fpeed atPlafliie vifite me. 

Alacke and what fhall good old Yorke there fee, 

But emptie Lodgings and vnfurnillitwalles, 

Vnpeopled Offices, vntrodden Stones; 

And what hcare there for welcome, but my grones? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feeke outforrow, thatdwels euery where ; 

Defolate, defolate will I hence and die ; 

'The laft leaue of thee takes my weeping eye,. J Exeunt, 

Ent er the Lord Mar jh all and the Duke Aumerle. 

Mar. My Lord zAumerle, is Harry Herford armde? 
tsiumrle, Y ea at all points, and longs to enter in. 

a m, 
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Bicfjar&the Second* 

Mar, ThePuke ©f Norfolkefprightfully ipd bold, 
ctales butthefummons of the appeUants trumpet. 

Aum. Why then the Champions are prepard, and ftay 
for nothing but his Maicfties approach* 

The trumpets found, and the King enter smth his Nobles : when 
thy are fet, enter the Duke of Norfolk armes defendant, 

k L Marfhall, demaund ofyonder Champion, 
Thecaufe of his arriuallhecre inarmes, 

Askc him his name, and orderly proceed 
Tofweare him in the iuftice of his caufe. ■ 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings,fay who thou art, 
Knd why thou commeft thus Knightly clad tn armes ? 
Aeainft what man thou comft, and what’s thy quarrel , 
Speake trucly on thy Knight-hood, and thy oath> 

As fo defend thee heauen and thy valour. 

Mow. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, t 
Who hither comeingaged by my oath, 

(Which God defend a Knight fhould violate) 

Both to defend my loyaltie and truth, 

To God, my King, andmy fucceedingiilue, 

Againft the Duke of Herford that appeales nice. 

And by the grace of God,and this miue arme. 

To prooue him in defending of my felfe, 

ATraytor to my God, my King, and mee: 



The Trumpets found, enter Duke of Herford 
appellant in armour. 

King. Marfhall, aske yonder Knight in armes. 

Both who he is, and why he commeth hither 
Thus plated in habiliments of Warre, 

And formerly, according to our law, 

Depofe him in tbeiuftfce of his caufe. 

Mar. What is thy name,&whcrfore comft thou hither 
Before King Richard in his Royalllifts? 

Againft whom comeft thou ? and what’sthy quarrcll? 
Speake like a true Knight, fo defend thecHeauen, 

B 2 Bui, 






TbeTragedteof ■- 

Bui. Harry of Hcrford, Lincafter, and Darby 
Am I, who readie hearedo ftand in Armes, 

Toprooue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In lifts, on Thomat Mowbray Duke of Norfolk®, 

That he is a T raytor foule and dangerous, 

To God bf Heauen, King Richard, and to me : 

And as I truly fight, defend me heauen. 

Mar. O n pai ne of death no perfon be fo bold 
Or daring, hardie, as to touch the lifts. 

Except the Marlhall and fuch officers 
Appointed to diredfthefe faire defignes. 

Bui. Lord Marlball, let me kitfe my Soueraignes hand 

And bow my knee before his Maicftie, 

Eor Mowbray and my felfe are like two men, 

T hat vow a long andwearie pilgrimage* 

Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue. 

And louing farewell of our feuerall friends. . 

Mar. The appellant in all dutie greets your hfghnelle. 
And craues to kifte your hand and take his leaue* 

King. We will defcend andfoldehitn in our armes* 
Goolin of Herford, as thy caufe is right. 

So be thy fortune in this Royall fight : . 

Farewell my blood, which if to day thou Ibead, 

Lament we may, but not reuenge thee dead. 

Bui. O let no Noble eie prophane a teare 
For me, if 1 be gorgdewith Mowbrau's Ipeare * •: - 
Asconfidentas is the Falcons flight 
Againftabird,do I with fight. 

My louing Lord I take my leaud of you : - 
Of you ( my noble Coofin) Lord Awnerle , 

Not fleke, although I haue to do with death, 

Butluftie, yong, and cheerely drawing breath. ; 

Loe, as at Englilh fcafts fo f regreet 

The daintieft laft,tomake the end mod fweet. 

Oh thou the earthly Author of my blood, 

Whofe youthfullfpiritin me regenerate, 

Dbth- with a two-fold vigour-lift me Vp, or. v ; I 

To reachavi<ft©miaboue my headjn-isi 'i s ’\f> 
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Rickard the Second, 

. oroofevnto mine armour with thy prayew. 

And with thy bleftings ftcele my launces point, , 

That it may enter Mowbray es waxen coatc, ; . c 

A d furbilb new the name of John a Gaunt; 
p ,- n in the luftie hauiour of his Sonne. 

Gaunt God, in thy good caufe make thee proipcwu*, 
Be fwift hke lightning in the execution, 

Andletthyblowes doubly redoubled* 

Falllike amazing thunder on thecaske 
Of thy aduerfe pernitious enemic, 

Rowfe vp thy you thfull blood, be valiant and liuf . 

Bui. Mine innocence and Saint George to thriue. 
jMw, How euer God or fortune caft mylotte, 

There lies or dies true to King Richards throne, 
Aloyall,iuft,and vpright Gentleman :■ 

Neuer did captiue with a freer heart 

Gaft off his chaines of Bondage, and embrace 

His Golden vhcontroled Enfranchifement, 

Morethen my dauncing foule doth celebrate 
This feaft of battle with mine aduerfarie. 

Moll mightie Liege, and my cqprpanionPeeres, 

Take from my youththe wilb of happy y fares, T 

As gentle and as iocond as to ieft. 

Go I to fight, truth hath a quiet breft. 

. King. Farewell ( my Lord) fecurely I efpie, 

Vertue with valor couched in thine eie. 

Order the triall Marlhall, and beginne. M 

Mar. Harrie of Hcrford, Lancafter*andDarbie, 
Receioe thy Launce, and God defend tby right. 

Bui. Strongas aT ower in hope I cry, Amen. 

Mar. Go beare this launce to Thomas D. of Norfolkg * 
Herald. Harry of Herford, Lancafter, and Darbie, 
Stands heere, for God, his Squeraigne, artdbjmlelfie. 

On paine to be found fade, and recreant, 
ToprouetheDukeofNorfqlke Thomas Mowbray, 

A T raytor to his God, hisKing, andjaira. 

And dares him to fet forwards to the.fi ght, 

Hk. p fNorftlke, 

•f-'b'W 6 sl ° On 
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TbeTragedie of - 

On pameto'be found falfc and recreant, 

Bothto defendhinifelfc, and to approv e 
Henry of Hcrford, Lancafter, and Darby, 

To God, his Soucraigne,and to hirirdifloyall, 
Couragioufly, and with a free defire, 
c Attending biitf hellgnall to begin, r ' 

Mar* Sound Trumpets, and fetfoorth Combatantj : 
Stay, the King hath throwne his warder downe. 

King, Let them lay by their Helmets, & their Speares, 
And bothreturne baeke to their Chaires againe : 
Withdraw with vs, dnd let the T rump ets found, 



Draw neere and Eft, 1 
What with our Counfell we hauc done. 

For that our kingdomes earth ihould not be foyld 
Withthatdearebloodwhich it hathbeenefoftered: 
And for our dies dohate the dire aipeft 
Ofciuill wounds ploughd vp with neighbours fword; 
And for we thinke the Eagle-winged pride, 

Of skic-alpiring and ambitiousthoughts 
Withriual-hatingEnuiefet onyou, 

To wakeour peace,\vhich in our Countries cradle 
Drawes the fweet infant breath of gentle fleepc, 
Which fo rouzd ypjvvith boyftrous vntundedrummes, 
With harfh reibunding trumpets drcadfull bray, 

And grating rtiocke of wrathfull yron arnies, 

Might fromour quiet confines fright faire peace, rj biO 
AndtnaktVs i wadeeu'dn r inenif kmdrcdshlbpdj • • 

Therefore we banifhyou our territories. 



wr nut 1 v/w* v 



Bui. Your wilPBSdphfef jthiitrliiftmy cdmfortbc, 
That Sun that wanhes you heere, fhalliflsine'on me, 

And thofe his golden beames vnto you heere lent, 

Shall point pnrne, and guild my bamfhmetit. 

■XjHgi Norfolke, for dood*' j 



Richard the Second, 

Which 1 with fomc vnwiUingnelfepron.ounce, 

TV (lie How howres IhaU not determinate 
The datcleire limit ofthy dearc exile : 

The hopeleire word of neuer to returne, 

Rreath lagainft thee, vpon paine of lire. 

15 Mm A heauie lentence, mymoftfoueraigneLieg«j 
And all vnlookt for from y our highnelfe mouth, 

A dearer merit, not fo deepe a mayme. 

As to be call foorth in the common ayre, 

Hau e I deferued at your Highn elfe hands; 

The language I haue learnd thefe fottie yeares. 

My natiueEngliih now I mufl forgoe, 

And now my tongues vfeis to me no more 
Thanan vnftringed violl or a harpe, 

Or like a cunning ihftrumentcafde vp. 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tune the harinohie» , 

Within my mouth you haue ingayld my tongue. 
Doubly perduhiftwith my teeth and lippes, 
Anddullvufeeling barren ignorance 
Is made my lay ler to attend on me ; 

I am too old to fawneyppon a Nurle, , 

To farre in y eares to be a Pupill.ntWf^. 



A U lailCIll A U^.uyn* - ;- f r . «• - ri v _ v « J 

What is thy femen.ee but fpeachleire death - 

Which robbes my tongue from breathing natiuebreath?. 

King. It bootes thee notto be compaflionatc, 

After our fentence,playning conies too late. 

Mem. Then thus I turne me from my countries light*. 
Todwellinfokmne fhades of endlefle night. 

King. Returne againe, and take an oath with thee,. 

Lay on our Royal! Sword your baniiht hands. 

Stveare by the dutie thaty’owe to God, 

(Our part therein we.baniih with your felues) 

To keepe the oath that we adminifler : 

You neuer Ihall,fo helpe you truth and God, , 

Embrace each others loue in banifhmcnt. 

Nor neuer looke vpon each others lace, 

^or neuer write* regreete, nor reconcile 

, ;v ’ "" Tllil:. 
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This loui ng tempeft of your home-bred hate. 

Nor neuer by adaifed purpofe mecte. 

To plotte,contriue,or complot any ill. 

Gain ft vs, our ftate, our fubiedts,or our land. 

Bul. Ifweare. 

OMorv, And I, to keepe all this. 

Bui. Norfolke, fo fare as to mine enemie : 

By this time,had the King permitted v s. 

One of our foules had wandred in the ayre, 

Baniiht thisfraile Sepulchre of our fleffi. 

As now our flefh is bariilbt from this land. 
Confelfethy treafons ere thou fly the Realme, 

Since thou haft'farre to goe,beare not along 
The cloging burthen of aguiltie Soule. 

Mam. No Bullirtgbrooke, ifeuer I wereTraytour, 
My name be blotted from the Booke of life. 

And I from Heauen baniiht, as from hence: 

But what thou aft, God, thou, and I,doknow, 

And all too fooiit fife are) theKing fhallrew* 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ft ray, 

Saue backe to England, all the world's my way . 

King. Vncle, euerfinthe^ips of. thine eies, 

I fee thy grieued heart . thy lad afpedb 
Hath from the number of his baniiht yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpent, 

I I _ . ^ ^ vk •-»*» A llrt Ml A ll A n I Hi m AM A 



Bichard the Second. 



v .„ why Vncklc, thou haft many yeares toliue. 

But not a minute (King) that thou canft gi 

chnrten my daics thou canft with fullen forrow ; 
Shorten U 7 norland amoi 



Bul. How long a time lies in one little word i . 
Foureragging Winters, andfoure wanton Springs, 
End in one w ord ; fuchis the breath of Kings. 

Gaunt . I thanke my Liege, that in regard of mee, 
He Ihortens foiireyeares of my Sonnes exile $ 

But little vantage ihall I rcape thereby : 

For ere the fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can chaugetheir moones,andbringtheir times about. 
My oyle-dryed Lampe,andtimebewafted light 
Shall be extinft with age and endlelle night : 

My inch of taper w ill be burnt and done, 

. Andblindfold Death not: let me fee my forme. 



And tiluckc nights from roe, butnot lend a morrow. 

Thou canft helpeTimeto furrow me with age, 

But ftoppe no wrinkle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him for my death. 

But dead, thy kingdomc cannot buy my breath. - y 
Ki»r< Thy Sonne is baniiht with good aduife, 

Whereto thy tongue, a party, verdid gaue, 

Why at our iufticefcemft thou then to lowrc ? 

Things fweet to taft, prooue in digeftionfowre. 
y ou vrge me as a ludge, but I had rather 
You would hauc bid me argue like a Father. 

Oh had’t been a ftranger, not my child, 

Tofmooth his fault I would hauc been more milde : 

A partiall flaunder fought 1 to auoyde, 

And in the fcntence my owne life deftroyde. 

Alas, I lookt when fome of you Ihould fay, 

I was too ftruft to make mine owne away : > 

Butyou gaue leaue to my vrtwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do my felfe this wrong. 

King. Coofen farewell, and Vncklc bid him fo ; 

Sixe yeares we baniih him, and he lb all go. 

Aui Coofin farewell * what prefence mu ft not know 
From whereyoudoeremaine,let Paper fliow . 

eMar. My Lord no leaue take I, for I will ride 
Asfarreas landwillletme, by your fide. ! ' c 

Gaunt. Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words 
Thatthou returned no greeting to thy friends i 
Bul. I haue too few to take my leaue of you, 

When the tongues office Ihould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thy griefc is but thy abfence for a time. 

Bul. loyabfcnt,griefe is prefent for that time. 

Gaunt. What is fixe Winters ? they are quickly gone. 
Bul. To men in ioy, but griefe makes one howre ten 1 . 
Gaunt. Call it a t rauailc that thou takft for plcafure. 

1 ' C 'But. 










| 






'XheTragedtedf 

Rut, My heart will figh when Iraifcall it Co, 

Which finds it an mfbrced pilgrimage. 

gaunt . The .fallen patfage of thy wearie ftep* 

Eftceme a fbyle wherein thou art to fet, 

The precious Ievy^U of thy horaereturne. 

Bui. Nay rather cuery tedious ftride I make, r \u ; 
Will but remember me what deale of world 
I wander from thelewels that I laue. 

Muft I notferue alongapprentifhood 
To forren palfages,and in the end, 

Hauing my freedome,boafi of nothing elfe, 

But that I was a lourney-man to griefe i 

Gaunt. All places that the eie of heauen vifites. 

Are to a wife man ports and happy hauens. 

Teach thyncceffitie to reafon thus. 

There is no vcrtuelikenecefiitie : 

Thinke not theKingdid banifh thee 
But thou the King, who doth the heauier fit. 

Where it perceiues it is but faintly borne 
Go, fay I lent thee f'oorth to purchafe honour. 

And not the King exilde thee j or fuppofe 
Deuouring pettilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frdher dime : 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Tolythatway thougoeft, not whence thou comcfl t 
Suppofe the finging birdsMufitions, 

The grade whereon thou treadfl, the prefence flrawdc* 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy Heps, no more 
Then a delightful! meafure,or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrow hathlelfe power to bite 
The man that mockcs at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold aficr in his hand, 

By thinking on the froA'y Caucafus ? 

Or cloy the hu ngry edge of appetite. 

By bare imagination of a feaft i 
Or wallow naked in December fnow. 

By thinking on fantaftickfummers heat / 

Oh no, theapprehenfion of the good 

Giuc» 



Richard the Second. 

fiiucbut the greater feelingto theworfe: - ^ y 
Slforrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
Then when itbites, but lancheth not the foare. - - 
Chhm. Come come ray fonne, lie bring thee on thy w ay 

Had 1 thy youth and caufe, I would nor flay. • - 

BhU Then Englands ground farewell, fweet foils adiew, , 
My Mother and my Nurfe that beares me yet. 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this 1 can. 

Though banilhty et a true borne Englilhman. Exeunt^ 

Enter the King with Bujhie, &c.at me dor e, and the 
Lord Aumerle at the other . 

Xinr. Wee did obferue, Copfin Humerle , 

How farre brought you high Hcrford onhis way i 
Aum. I brought high Hcrford, if you call him fo. 

But to the next high way, and there Xlcft him. • 

King. Andfay, what ftpre of parting teares Were Hied ? 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly agairift our face, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

Kmg, What faid your Coofin when you parted with him 
An. Farewell, Sc for my heart difdained that my tongue 
fhould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 
Tocounterfaiteopprefsionof fuchgriefe, .-i ... . 
Thatwordsfecmd buried, in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres, 
And added yeeres to his fhortbanifhment, 

He fliould haue had a volume of farewels ; 

But fince it would not, he had no;neof me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, but tis doubt, 

When tune fhall call him home from banifhment. 

Whether our kinfman come to feehis friends* ■ 5 - 

OurfelfeandBulhic, 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people. 

How he didfeeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie, - 

With reuerence he did throw away on flaues, mv- 

Cj " JVooing 









The Tragedieof 

Wooing poore Craftfmen with the craft of fmilej. 

And patientvndcrbearing of his fortune. 

As twere to banifti their atfeds with hun. 

Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench, 

A brace of Draymen bid God fpeed him well, 

And had the tributeof his fupple knee, 

With thanks my Countrcy-mcn, my louing friends. 

As were our England in reuerfion his, 

And he our fubicds next degree in hope. 

Greene. Well, he is gone,& with him go thefe thoughts, 
Now for the Rebels which (land out in Ireland, 
Expedient mannagemuft be made (my Liege) 

Ere further leyfurc yeeld them further meanes 
For their aduantage, and your highneffe loife. 

King. We willourfelfeinperfontothis Warre, - 
And for our Goffers, with too-great a Court 
And liberall larges, are grownefomewhat light ; 

Wee arc inforft to farme our Royall Realme, 

The reuenue whereof ihall furnifh vs : 

For our affaires in hand, if that come fhort, 

Our fubftitutes at home fhall haue blancke Charters, 
Whereto, when they fhall know what men are rich, 
They fhall fubferibe them for large fummes of Gold, 
And fend them after to fupply our wants, 

For we will make for Ireland prefently. 

Snter Bufhie with neves . 

Bujh. Old lohn of Gaunt is grieuous ficke, my Lor 4 
Sodainety taken, and hath fent port haft 
T o intreate your Maieftie to vifitc him. 

King. Where lies he? 

Bnjb' At £/y*houfc. 

King. Now put it (God ) into the Phifitions mind, 

T o helpe him to his graue immediately : 

The lyning of his Coffers fhall make coates, 
TodcckeourSouldicrsfor thefe Irifh Warres. 

Come Gentlemen, lets all goe vifite him. 

Pray God we may make haft, and come toolate: 

Amen, ; Exeunt, 

r : s D Enter 



Richard the Second, 

Enter lohn «/ latent ficke, vitb the Duke rf Terke, 

Gan"** Will the King come, that I may breath my laft, 
In holfome counfell to his vnftayed youth i 
Yorke Vex not your felfe, nor ftriue not with your breath 
Forail in vaine comes counfell to hi* care. 

Gaunt. Oh, but they fay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforcc attention like deepe harmonic: 

Where wordes are fcarce, they arefieldome fpent in vaioe. 
For they breath truth that breath their words in paine. 

He that no more mu ft fay, isliftcnedmora 

Then they whom youth and cafe hath taught to glofe. 

More are mens ends mar kt,then their Hues before % 

The fetting Sunne, and Muficke at the glofe. 

As the laft taft of fweetes is fweeteft laft. 

Writ in remembrance, more then things long paft. 
Though Richard my Hues counfell would not heare. 

My deaths fad tale may yet vndeafe his eare. 

Torke. No, it is ftopt with other flattering founds* 

As prayfes of his ftate : then there are found 
LafciuioUs Meetcrs,to wbofc venom found 
The open eareof youthdoth alwaies liften. 

Report of fafliions in proud Italie, 

Who fe manners ftill our tardy apifh nation 
Limps after in bafe imitation. 

Where doth the world thruftfoorth a vanities 

So it be new, there's no refped how vile, ; . 

That is not quickly buzd into his cares ? 

Then all too late comes Counfell to be heard. 

Where Will doth mutinie with Wittes regard. 

Dired not him whofe way himfelfe will choofe, 
Tisbreaththoulackft, and that breath thou wiltloofe. 

Gaunt. Mee thinks I am a Prophet new infpird. 

And thus expiring, doe foretell of him j 
His rafh fierce blaze of riot cannot laft: 

For violent fires foone burne out themfelues. 

Small fhowerslaft long, but fodaine ftormes ate fliort-t 
Hctires betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes. 

•••■■> C 3 ' With 
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With eager feeding food doth choke tjie feeder. 

Light Vamtie, infatiate cormorant, 

Confuting mcaues foone prayes vponitfdfe: 

This Roy all throne ofKings,this Sceptred lie, i 

This earth ofMaieftie^thisfeate of Mars, 

This oter Eden,demicBaradicej 

This Foretrdlc built by Nature for her felfe, 

Againft infection, and -the hand'of W arre ; 

This happy breed of Mot, this little World, 

This precious Stone fetih the Siluer Sea, " 

Which ferueues it iflithe office of a Wall, 

Or as a Moate defenffue to a houfe, 

Againft the enuie ofleffe happier lands : 

This blelled plotte, thisEarth, this Reabne, this England} 
This Nurfe, this teeming wombe of RoyallKings, 

Feard by their breeds andfamous by their birth. 
Renowned in their deeds as f arre from home. 

For Chfiftian fcruice and true chiualrie. 

As is the Sepulchre in ftubborne Iewrie, 

Of the worlds Ranfome,bletred Manes fonne : 

This Land offuch deatc.foules,this deare dearc land 5 
Dcare for herreputationthrougbtheworld. 

Is now leaced out (1 die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement and Pelting Farme. 

England bound in with the triumphant Sea, 
Wholerockie fhoarebeatesbacke theenuiousfiege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in jvith fhame. 

With Inkieblottcsjandrotten Parchment bonds. 

That England that was wont to conquer others. 

Hath made a fhamefull conqueft of it felfe; 

Ah would the fcandallvanilht with my life 4 1 / ' i . 3CfJ 
How happy then were my enfuing death ; ; • h 1 1 . . ^ t'i 
Tor fie. The King is come, deale mildly -with his youth 
Foryoung hot Colts being rag’de>do rage the more, 

. - • • .• ; -.ni (Ilt/aiH 

Enter the King and Queenc, &c. 

Qu^ene. How fares our noble V ncle Laneafteri 
Km. What comfort man i how ift with aged 

Sl/iUttt 



Rickard the Second* - 

rmt O bow that name befits my compofition, 
nid G #* indeed} and S auat in b , ems ? a 5 

The oleafure that feme Fathers feede vppon, 

T Vmv ftricktfaft, I meanemy Childrens looker 
And therein, falling haft thou mademe gaunt. 

Gaunt am I for the graue, gaunt as a graue, 

Whofe hollow wombe inherits nought but bones. 

\m. Can fickemen play fo nicely with their names ? 
Gaunt. No, miferie makes fport to mocke it felfe. 
Since thou doll feek.e to kill my name in me, 

0 mocke my name (great King) to flatter thee. 

Kim. Should dying men flatter thole thathue ? 

Gamt. No, no, men liuing flatter thofe that die. 

Kin? Thou now a dying fayft, thou flattereft me. 
Gaunt. Oh no, thoudielf, though I the flicker be. 
King. I am in health, I breath, I flee thee ill. 

Gaunt. Now hethatmade me, know.es Ifcc thee ill? 
Ill in my felfe to fee, and in thee feeing ill. 

Thy death-bed is no lelTer then the Land, 

Wherein thou lyeft in reputation ficke. 

And thou too catelelTe patient as thou art. 

Commit!! thy annoynted body to the cure 
Of thofe Phifitions that firft wounded thee r . 

A thoufand Flatterers flit within thy Crowne, 
WhofecompalTe is no bigger thenthy head; : 

And yet imaged in fofmallaverge. 

The wafte is no whitleflcr then thy Land ; 

Oh had thy Grandilre with a Prophets eye, 

Secnehowhis Sohnes fonne flioulddeftroy his fonnes, 
From foorth thy reach he would hauelayd thy lharae, 
Dcpofing thee.beforethou wert polled, 

Which art polleft now to deppfe.thy lelfle. . «- \v< 

Why Coeflm wert thou regent of the. world, 

It were aihame to let this Land by Leafo.; 



But 
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But for thy world enioying but this land, 

Is it not more then ftiame to lhameit To i 
Land-lord of England art thou now not, nor King, 

Thy ftate of law is bond-Hauc to the law, ! ' 

And thou . 

King. Ah lunatick Icanc-wittcd foole. 

Prefuming on an Agues priuiledge, 

Dareft with thy frozen admonition 
Make pale our checke, chafing the Roy all blood 
Withfurie from his natiue rciidcncc. 

Now by my Seates right Royallmaieftic 
W ert thou not Brother to great Edwards fonne, 

This tongue thatrunnes fo roundly in thy head. 

Should runne thy head from thy vnreverent fhoulderj. 

Gaunt. Ohfparemcnot my brother Edwards Conne, 

For that I was his Father Edwards fonne : 

That blood already, like the Pellican, 

Haft thou tapt and drunkenly carowft : 

My Brother (jloceficr , plaine well meaning foule, 
Whomfaire befall in heauen mongft happy foules, 

May be a prefident and witne fie good. 

That thou rcfped’ft notfpilling Edwards blood. 

Ioyne with the prefect fickaeile.that I haue, 

And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age. 

To crop at once a too long withered flower. 

Liuein thy fliame,but die not ihame with thee: 

Thefe words heereafter, thy tormentors be : 

Conuay meto my bed, then to my graue, 

Loue they to liue, that loue and honour haue. 

Exit. 

Rwg. And let them die* that age and fullens haue. 

For both haft thousand both become the graue* 

Torke. I do bcfeech your Maieftie impute his words 
T o wayward ficklincfie and age in him : 

He loues you on my life, and holds you deere, 

As Harry Duke of Herford, were he heere. 

King. Right, you fay true ; as Herfirdtbuc, fo his : 

As theirs, fo mine, and be as it is. ' ' 

North, 



Etc hard the Second, 

m b.. My Liege, Mem*, commend, himtoyom 

Jm. Whatfayesheei (Mmeflic. 

North. Nothing, all is fayd} 

His tongue is now a ftringlefte mftrument, 

^ Xwf! 1 T hrnp^Fmite firft faUes and fo doth he, 

His time is fpent, our pilgrimage muft be : 

So much for that. Now for our Warrcs : 

Wemuft fupplant thofe rough rug-headed kernes. 

Which liue like venome, where no venorac cllc 
But onely they, haue priuiledge to hue. 

And for thefe great affayres do askeforae charge, 

Towards our afsiftance we do feaze to vs, 

The Plate, Coyne, Reuencwes, and moueables 
Whereof our Vncklc Gaunt did ftand potieft. 

Yorke. How long (hall I be patient l Ah how long 
Shall tender duetie make me fu ffer wrong i 
NotGloceftcrs death, norHerfords baniftment. 

Nor Gaunt* rebukes, nor Englands priuate wroags. 

Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrookc 
About his marriage, nor my owne difgrace, 

Haue euer made me fower my patient checkc, 

Or bend one wrinckleon my Soueraigncs face : 

I am the laft of the noble Ewards Sonnes, » 

Ofwhorn thy Father Prince of Wales was firft. 

In Warre, was neuer Lion rage more fierce : 

In Peace, was neuer gentle Lambe more milde 
Then was thac young and Princely Gentleman t 
His face thou haft, for euen fo lookt he, 

AccompMhtwith a numberofthy houres , 

But when he frowned, it was againft the French, 
Andnotagainfthis Friendes : his noble hand 
Did winne what he didfpend, and fpent not that 
Which histrinmphantF athers hand hadwonne : 

His hands were guiltie of no kindred blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of hiskinne. 
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Ok Richard! Torkg is too farre gone with gride* 

Or elfe hencuer would compare betweene. 
jCtxg. Why Vnclc, whats the matter ! 

Torke. Oh my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe, 

If not, 1 pleafd,not to be pardoned, am content withallt 
Seeke you to feize and gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of banilht Herford? 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Herford liue . J 
Was not Gaunt iuft i and is not Harry true i 
Did not the one deferue to haue an heyre ? 

Is not his heyre a well dcferuing fonne^ • : . 

T ake Herfordi* right away, and take ffoiti time. 

His Charters andhis Cuftomarierights; 

Let not to morrow then enfue to day: 

Benotthyfelfe; For how art thou a King, 

But by faire fequence, and fucceflion i 
Now afore God, God forbid I fay true, 

Ifyou doe wrongfully feize He fords right, 

Call in the Letters Patents that he hath 

By his attourniesgeneralltofue 

His liuery,and deny his offered homage. 

You plucke a thoufand dangers on your head. 

You loofe a thoufand well difpofed hearts. 

And pricke my tender patience to thofe thoughts, 
Which honour and allcgeance cannot tbinke. 

King. Thinkevvhatyouwill, we feize into our hands, 
His plate, his goods, his money and his Land. 

Torke. He not be by the while, my Liege farewell, 
What will enfue heereof, ther’s none can tell : 

But by bad courfes may be vnderllood, 

That their events can neuer fall out good. 

King* Go Bulhie, to the Earle of Wiltfhire ftraight. 
Bid him repayre to vstoE/je houfe, 

Tofee this bufinelfe : to morrow next 
We will for Ireland, andt’is time! trow ; 

And wee create in abfence ofour felfe. 

Our V nckle Yorke, Lord Gouernour of England j 
For he is iuft, and alwaies loued vs welk 
• O ' Cotuc 



Richard the Second, 

mmeonourQuecne, to morrow mu ft we part, . 

merry, for our time of ftay is ftiort. 

Rxemt Kiagand ffluecne. Manet North, 

North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancaftcris dead. 

Ro(fe. And liuing too, for now his fonne is Duke. 
mouth* Barely in title, notinreuenewes. 

H rth. Richly in both, if Iuftice had her right. 

Rolfe My heart is great, but it muft breake with filcnce, 

Eft be disburdened with a liberaU tongue. 

North. Nayfpeakthy mind,&let him nerefpeak more, 

TeKtet tKou wouldft fpeake, to ie D. of 
If itbefo, out with it boldly man, (Herford, 

Quicke is mine eare to hearcof good towards him. 

Reffe. No good at all, that lean doe for him : 

Vnlelicyou call it good, to pitty him, 

Bereft and gelded of his patrimonie. 

North. Now afore God t’is ihame fuch wrongs are nprnc 
In him a Royall Prince, and many mo 
Of noble blood in this declining land : 

The King is not himfelfe, but bafely led 
By flatterers, and what they willinforme, 

Meerely in hate again ft any of vs all, 

Thatwiil the King feuerely profecute 
Againft vs* our liues* our children* and our heircs* 
iojfe. The Commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes, 
And quite loft their hearts. The Nobles hath hefin’d 
For ancient quarrels, and.quiteloft their hearts. 

WtRough. And dayly new exactions are dcuifd, 
AsBlancks,Beneuolences, and I wot not what. 

North. But what a Gods name doth become of this ? 
m». Warres hath not Wafted it; for Warr d he hath not. 
But bafely ycildedvponcompromife, 

That which his Noble Aunceftors atchieud with blowes ! 
More hath he fpentin peace, then they in Warres. 

Kptfe. The Earle of Wilt (hire hath the Realmein farme. 
W, The King’s growne banckrout like a broken man. 

D * Notch, 
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North. Reproach and defection hangeth oucrhim, 
Roffe. He hath not Money for thefe Iri(b Warres, 

His burthcnous taxations notwithftanding. 

But by the robbing of the banilht Duke. 

North . His noble kinfman mod degenerate King 
But Lords, we hearethis fearefull tempeft fing, 

Yetleeke no Ihelter to auoyde theftorme, 

Wefee the Winde fit fore vpon our Sailes, 

And yetwe ftrikc not, butfecurely peri(h. 

•Roffe. We feethe very Wracke that we muftfuffer, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fufferingfo the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Not fo, euen through the hollow eies of death, 
I efpie life peering; but 1 dare not fay, 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 
ml. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours, 
Roffe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe; andfpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North.. Then thus : Ihauefrom Leportblan 
( A Bay in Britain) reCeiudc intelligence. 

That iftwry Duke of Herford, Raynold L* Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Iohn Ramfton, 

Sir lohn Norberie,lir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coincs 
All thefe wellfurnilhed by the Duke of Britaine, 

With eight tall Ships, three thoufand men of Warre, 
Are makinghither with all due expedience, 

And Ibortly meane to touch our Northern lbore, 
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland: 

' If then we fiiallfhake off our Countries flauifliyoke, 
Impc out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Redeeme from broken pawne the blemifiit Crowne, 
Wipe of the dull that hides our Scepters guilt. 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe. 

Away with me in poll to Rauenfpurgh : 
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Buti fyoufaint, as fearing todofo, 

c!v andbefecret, and my felfe will go. 
tS To horfe, to horfe,vrge doubts to them that fear t. 
tfllo Hold out my horfe, and 1 will fi rft be there. 

Enter thegueene, Bu{hte y and Bagot ♦ 

Bulk, Madam, your Maieftie is too muchfadde. 

You promift when you parted with the King, 

Tolayalidc halfe-harming heauinelfcj 
And entertaine a checrefull difpofttion . 

Queene, Topleafe theKingl did, topleafemyfelfe 
I cannot doo it; yeti know no caufe 
Why I (hould welcome fuch a gueft as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fw.ccre a gueft, 

As my fweete Rtchard : yet againe me thinks 
Some vnborne Sorrow ripe in Fortunes wombe, 

Is comming towards me and my inward Soule, 

With nothing trembles, atfomerhingit grieues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bujb. Each fub fiance of a griefe hath twenty lhadowes 
Which Ihewes like griefe it felfe, but isnstfo; 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares, 

Deuides one thing entire to many obieds. 

Like perfpediues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confulion, eydeawry, 

Diftinguifh forme :.fo your fweete Maieftie, 

Lookingawry vpon your Lords departure, 

Findlhapesof griefe more thenhimfelfetowaile. 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 
Ofwhat it is not, then thrice (gracious Quecne) 

Morethen your Lords departure weepe not, more is not 
Or if it be, tis with falfe Sorrowes eyes, (feene. 

Which for things true, weepes things imaginarie, 

Queene. It may be fo, but yet my inward Soule 
Perfwades me it is otherwife : how ere it b'e, 

I cannot but be fad ; foheauie fad. 

Although on thinking on, no thought I thinke, 

Makes me with heauie nothing faint and ftirinke, 
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Ttufi, Tis nothing butconceite (my gracious Lady \ 
guccnc. Tis nothinglefle, Conccite is lhll dcriude *' 
From fomc forefather Griefe, mine is not fo-; 

For nothing hath begot my fomething griefe. 

Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieue, 

Tis in reveriionthat i doe poil’eile : 

But what it is, thar is not yet knowne, what 
1 cannot name, tis nameleffewoe I wot. 

Greene. God faue your Maieftie, & well met gentlemen 
I hope the King is not yet Ihipt for Ireland* 

guecnc. Why hopeft thou fo ? tis better hope he is, 

For his defignes craue haft, his haft good hope : 

Then wherefore doft thou hopehe is not ihipt? 

Greene. That he our hopemight haue retirdehis power 
And driuen into defpairean enemies hope. 

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this land. 

The banifht Bullingbrookg repeales himfelfc, 

And with vplifted arxnes isiafeariude at Ratienfyurgh. 
Queene, NowGodin heauen forbid. > ■ 

Greene. AhMadam, tis too true 5 and that isworfe: 
TheLordNorthumberland, his young SonH. Percie, 
The Lords of Roffe,Beaumond, and Willoughbie, 

With all their pawerfull friends, are fled to him. 

Bnjh, Why haue you not proclaimd Northumberland 
And the reft of the reuolting faftion, tray tours ? 

Greene * We haue, wherevpon the Earle of Worcefter, 
Hath broke his Staffe, reflgnd his Stewardfliip, 

And all the houihold feruants fled with him to BulUngbro^ 
Qepe. So Greene, thou art the Midwife of my woe, 
And Bullingbrooke, my forrowes difmall heire : 

Now hath my foule brought foorth her prodigie. 

And I a gafping newdeliuered mother, 

Haue woe to woe, forrow to forrow ioynd. 

2?«/7,. Difpaire not Madam* 

Jgneene. Who lhall hinder me? 

I will diipaire and be at enmitie 
With couetous hope, he is a flatterer, 

Aparaftte, a kcepq: backe of death, 
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who gently woulddiftbluethe bands of life, 

Which faUe hope lingers in extremitie. 

' Creene. Heere comes the Duke of \ orke, 

Queene. With fignes ofWarre about his agcdnccke: 
OhfeU ofcarefullbufmeflearehis lookes: 

Vnckle,for Gods fakefpeake comfortable words. 

V forks- Should I do (o, I ftiould bcly my thoughts, 
Comfort’s in heauen, and we are on the earth. 

Where nothing liues but erodes, care, and griefe. 

Your Husband he is gone to faue farre off, 

Whilft others come to make him loofe at home: ; < ' 

Heere ami left to vnderprop his Land, 

Whowcake with age, cannot fupportmy felfe. 

Now comes the ficke houre that his furfetmadc, 

Now lhall he trie his friends that flattered him. :.r, 

Sermg. My Lord, your fonne was gone before I came, 
Yorke. He was, why fo ; go all which way it will; 
TheNobles they are fled, the Commons they arc-cold, 
And will (I fearej reuolt on Herfords fide* 

Sirra, get thee to Plafhie to my fifter Glocefter, .. 

Bid her fend me prcfently a thoufand Pouffi 
HoldtakemyRing. 

Ser. My Lord, 1 had forgot-to tell your Lordftiip,. 

To day I came by and called there; 

But I lhall grieue you to report the reft. ' 

Yorke, Whati’ftknaue. i 

Ser. An houre before I came, the Putcheflfe died* 

1 Yorke. Godforhis mercy ! what atidepfwoes ,ft 
Comes mlhing on this woefiill Land at once ? 

I know not what to doe; I would to God . . 

(So my vntruth had not prouokt him to it) 

The King had cut of my head with my brothers. 

What, are there two Poftsdifpatcht for Ireland? 

How (hall wc doe for money for thefe Warres / 

Come Sifter, Coolin I would fay ; pray pardon me: 

Coe fellow, get thee hqme, prouide fome Carts.- . I 

And bring away the Armour that is there, 

Gentlemen, willyou goc mufter msn|,} ' 00fl4 . •: 
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If 1 know how or which way to order thefc affayres, 
Thus difordcrly tbruft into my hands, 

Ncuer beleeue mee : both aremy kinfinen > • 

T'onc is my Soueraingc, whome both my oath 
And dutie bidsdefend : t’otheragaine, 

Is my kinfman, whom the King hath wrong'd. 

Whom Confidence and my Kindred bids to right. 

Well, fomewhat we muft doe : come Coofin, 

He difpofc-of you •* Gentlemen, gocmuftervpyourracn, 
And mecteme prefcntly at Barckly : 

I Ihould to Plaihle too, but time will not permit : 

All is vncuen,and euery thing is left at fixe and feauen. 

Excmt T>uke, & Qupene ; manent BttflAe and Greene. 

'Bnfht The Wind fits fairc for iiewes to go for Ireland^ 
But none returnes. For v$ to leu is power 
Proportionable to the enemie, is allvnpoffiblc. 

Greene. Befides, our neerenelle to the King in loue, 

Is necre the hate of thofe loue not the King. 

Bag* And that isthewaueringCommonsjforthcirlouc 
Lies in their Purfes, and v> ho fo empties them, 

By fo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 

Bujb. Wherein the King Hands generally condemn’d, 

Bag. If judgement lie in them, then lo do we, 

Becaufe we euer haue been neere the King. 

Greene. Well, I will for refuge ftraight to Brift.Caftle, 
TheEarlcofWiltfhire is already there. 

Btefb, Thither will will I withyou, forlitdeofficc 
Will the hatefull'Commbns performe for vs, 

Excepr like Curres, to teare vs all in pceces : 

Will you goe along with vs ? 

Bag, No, I will to Ireland to his Maicftie J 
Farewell, if hearts prefages be not v'aint. 

We three heere part, that neere (hall meete againc. 

Bupu Thats as Ter kg thriucs to beat backe Bull i o 

Greene. Alas poore Duke, the taske he vndertakes, 

Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry, 
Whereone on his fide fights, ’thtnilands will flie : 
Farewell at once, foronce, for all and euer. 
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Safa Well, weemay meete againe. 

/J.’lfearemeneuer. 

* Enter Hereford: Northumberland. - 
Bdl, How farre is it my Lord to Barckly now ? 

Horth. Beleeue me noble Lord, 
r am a (hanger in Glocederlhire, 

Thefe high wild hils and rough vneuen wayes, 
prawes out our miles, and makes them wearifome. 

And yet your faire difeourfe hathbeeneas fugar, 

Making the hard way fweetand deledable ; 

But I bethinkemewhatawearie way, 

From Rauenfpurgh to Cotfiiall will be found. 

In % tfe and Willoughby wanting your company, 

Which I proteft hath very much beguild 
The tedioufnetre and proceife of my trauell: 

But theirs is fweetened with the hope to hade 
Theprefent benefite that rpolleire. 

And hope to ioy is little letfe in ioy. 

Then hope inioyed : by this the wearic Lords 
Shall make theirway feeme fhort, as mine hath done. 

By fight of what I haue, your noble companie. 

Bui. Of much Idle value is my company, 

Then your good words.' But who comes heere l 
Enter Harry Percie. 

North. It is my foil ne, young Harrie Perpe, 

Sent from niv brother Worcefterwhenfoeuer ; 

Harry, how fares you r Vnckle ? (of you 

Per, I had thought my Lord to haue learned his health 
North, Why ? is he not with the Queene ? 

H. Per. No my good Lord, he hath foi fooke the Court, 
Broken his (lathe of office, and difperft 
T^ie houlhold of the King. 

North, What was his reafon ? he was not fo refolu’d. 
When lad we fpake together. 

H.Per. Becaufe your Lordfiiip was proclaimed traitcur; 
But he my Lord, is gone to Rauenfpurgh, 

Toolfcrferuice to the Duke of Herferd, 

And fentme ouer by Barckly todifeouer, 
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What power the Duke of Yorke had leuied there, 

Then with direction*} to repaire to Rauenfpurgh. 
North. Haue you forgot the Duke ofHerford, boy } 

H. Per. No my good Lord for that is not forgot 
Which ne're 1 did remember, to my knowledge 
I neuer in my life did looks on him. 

North. Then lcarnc to know him now, this is theDukf, 
H. P* My gracious Lord, I tender you my feruice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young. 

Which elder daies ihallripen and confirm^ 

To moreapproued feruice and defart. 

Bui. I thanke thee gentle Percte, and be fure, 

I count my felfe in nothing elfe fq happy. 

As in a foule remembring my good friends 
And as my fortune ripens with thy loue, 

Itihallbe dill thy true loues rccompence, 

My heart this cousnantmakes, my hand thus feales it 
North. How farre is it to Barkley, and what ftuFre 
Keepes good old Yorke therewith his men of Warrc f 
H.p. T here (lands the Caftle by yon tuft of trees, \ 
Mann’d with three hundred men, as I haue heard; 

And in itare the Lords of Yorke, Barkley, and Seymor , 
None ellc of nameand noble eftimation. 

Nor. Here come the Lords of Rojfe and Willoughby, 
Bloudy with (purring, fierie red with haft. 

Bui. Welcome my Lords, I wot your loue purfues 
A banillit Traitour : allmy trealiiric 
Is yet but vnfelt thanks, which morcenricht* 

Shall be your loue and labours rccompence. 

Rojfe. . Your prefence makes vs rich, mod noble Lord. 
Wtl. And farrefimnounts our labour to attaine it. 
Bull. Euermore thanks, the Exchequer of the poore, 
Which till my infant fortunecomes to year es, 

Stands for my bounty : but who comes heere ? 

N»r. It is my Lord of Barkeley,asl guelfe, 

Barck. . My Lord of Hcrford, my menage is to you. 
Bui ■ MyLord,myanfwereis to Laneafter, 

Audi am come tofeckc that name in England, 
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And I mud find that title in your tongue, 

Before I make peply to ought you fay. 

* } " l Miftakeme notmy Lord,t’is not my meaning 
Torace onetitle of your honour out : 

To you niy Lord I come* what Lord you will* 
from the mod glorious of this land, 

J he p u ke of Yorke , to know what pricks you on. 

To take aduantage o( the abfent time. 

And fright our natiue peace with felfe-borne Armes? 

Bid. 1 (ball net need ttanfportmy words by you, 

Here comes his Grace in perfon : My noble V nckle 1 
Torke. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, : 
Whole duety is deceiueable and falfe. 

- Bui, My grac'ous Vnckle ! 

Yorke. Tut, tut, graceme no grace, nor V nckle me no 
I am no traitours V nckle; and that word Grace ( V nckle. 
In anvngracions mouth, is but prophane: 

Why hauethofc banifht and forbidden legs 
Darde once to touch a dull of Snglands ground ? 

But more then why ? Why haue they darde tomarch 
So many miles vpon her pcacefull bofomc, 

Fryting her palc-facde Villages with Warre, 
Andoftentationofdefpifed Armes ? 

Comftthou becaufe th’annoyntedKing is hence? 
Whyfoolifh boy, the King is left behind, 

And in my loy all bofome lies his power : 

Were I but now Lord of fuch hot youth, 

As when braue Gaunt thy Father, and thy felfe, 

Refcued the Blacke Prince that young Mars of men, 
Fromfoorth therancks of many thoufands French, 

0 then how quickly lliould this arme of mine, 

Now prifoner to the Paulfey, chaftife thee. 

And minifter correction today fault. 1 
Bui. My gracious Vnckle, let me know my fault. 

On what condition (lands it, and wherein ? 

Yorke. Euen in condition of the word degree, 

Ingrotfe rebellion, and detefted treafon : . 

Thou artabanilht man, and heere art come, 
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Before the Expiration of thy time, 

In brauing armes againft my Soucraigne. 

Bui. As I was banifht, I was banifht Herford, 

But as I come, I come for Lancafier i 
And noble Vnckk, 1 befeech your grace, 

Looke on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my Father, or me thinks inyou 
1 fee old Gaunt aliue. Oh then Father, 

Will you permit that llhall Hand condemn’d 
A wandering Vagabond, my rights and royalties 
Plucktfrom my Armes perforce, and giuen away 
To VpftartVnthtiirs? wherefore was I borne? 

If that my Coolin King, be King of England, 
Jcmuftbegrauntedlam Duke of Lancafier r 
You haue a Sonne, zAumerle, my noble Coofin, 

Had you fir ft died, and he beenethus trod downe. 

He ihould haue found his V nckle Gaunt a Father, . 
Torouzehrs wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay, 

1 am denied tofue my liuerie heere. 

And yet my letters patents giue me leaue. 

My fathers goods are all diftrain’d andfold, 

Andthefe, and all, are all aroilTe employed. . 

What would you haue me doe? I am a Subieft, 

And I Challenge Law ; Atturnies are denide me. 

And therefore perfonally I lay my claime 
To my inheritance of free defcenr. 

North. The noble Duke hath been too much abufdc, 
Roffe. It (lands your Grace vpon, to do him right. 
Willo. Bale men by his endowments are made great. 
Torke. My Lords of England, let me tell you this; 

I haue had feeling of my Coofins wrongs, ! 

And laboured all 1 could to dohim right, 

But in this kind, to come in brauing Armes, - 
Be his owne caruer, and cut out his way, 

To findoutrightwithwrong,itmay not be: 

And you that doabettehim in this kind, 

Cherifh Rebellion, and are Rebels all* 

North. ThenobleDuke hath fworne, his commingh 
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- t r or his owne ; andfor theRight of that, 

Weall haue ftrongtyfworiKstdgiuehimayde : 

A d let him ne re lee ioy that breakes thatoath. 

farfe’. Well, well,! fee the ilfueof thefe Armes; 

1 cartnot mend it,l muft needs confelfe, 

Becaufe my power is weakeyand all ill left : 

M ill could, by him that gauemelifc, 

1 tf ould attac h you all, and make you ftoopc ' >- ■' 

Vnto the Soucraigne mercy of the King : 

Bui fince I can not, be it knowne to you, 

1 do remaine as newter 5 fo fare you well, 

Vnleffe you pleafeto enter i nthe Caftlej- v -*■ 

And there repofe you for tins night. ■ 

Bui. An offer Vnckle that we will accept, 

But we muft winne your Grace togo with vs 
To 5r^wCaftle, which they fay is held . - . - : ; ' 

By Bujtie, and their.complteiesy.- . • -t-vidrV-. 

The Caterpillers of the Common-wealth } 1 ' ' 

Which I haue fworne toweede and plucke away. 

Torke. It may be I will go with you; but yet ile paufe. 

For I am loth to breake our Countries Lawes: 

Nor friends, nor foes, to mewelcomeyou are, 

Things pad redreile, are now with me paft care. 
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Enter Earle of ofSalisburie , and a Welch Cap taint, 

. Welch. My Lord of Salisburie, wehaueftfiide'ten dales. 
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Andfiardly kept our Countrymen togetnerj 'v •' 

And yet we heare no tidings from the KingV 
Therefore wc will difperfe ourfelues : farewell, 

Saltf. Stay yet another day, thou trufty Welchman, 

The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Welch. Tis thought the King is dead; We will not (lay. 
The Bay-trees in our Countrey all Are withered. 

And Meteors fright the fixed ftarres ofheauen j 
The palc-fac’d Moonelookes bloody on the earth, 
Andleane-look’t Prophetswhifperfcarefull change, 
jbeh men looke fadde, and Ruffians daunce and leape, 
i-neone infeare toloofe what they enioy, ' 
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The other to enioy by rage and W arre. 

Thefe fignes fore-run the death of Kings. 

Farewell, our Gountfimcn are gone and fled, 

As well allured Richard their King is dead. - * •*,. 

Sal. Ah Richard { witheiesof heauiemind, 

I fee thy glorie like a ihooting ttarre, 

Fall to the bafe earthfrom thefirmament, 

Thy funne fets, weeping in the lowly Weft, 

Witnefling ftormes to come, woe and vnreft : jc 
T hy friends are fled to waite v pon thy foes. 

And crolfely to thy, good all fortune goes. 

Enter the Duke of HerfordyYor he, Northumberland, 
BuSbie and Greene Brijbneru . 

Bui. Bring foorth. thefe men. 

Bujkie and Greene ,1 willnotvexeyourfoules 
Since prefently your foules muft partyour bodies, 

With two much vrging your perniciousliues, 

For t’were no charif ie ;y et to wafti your blood 
From ofFmy hands, here intheviewof men, 

I w ill vx>foldfo me< au fes of you r death. 

You haue mifled a Prince, a Royall King, 

Ahappie Gentlemanin blood and lineaments’. 

By you vnhappiedand disfigured cleane. 

You hauein manner with yourfinfull howres. 

Made a diuorce betwixt his Queene and him. 

Broke the profeflipn of a Royall bed, / 

And ftaind the beautieof a £ayre Qyeenes cheekes, 

With tcares drawnc from her eies with your foule wrongs, 
My felfe a Princeby fortune ofmy birth, 

Neeere to.theKing in hlood, and neere in louc, 

Till they did make him mif-interpret me, 

Haue ftooptmy neckevnder your injuries. 

And figh’d my Englilh breath in forren clouds, 

Eating the bitter bread of banilhment, 

Whileyou haue fedde vpon my fegniories, 

Difparkt my Parkes,and feld my forreft woods, 

From mine owne windowes torne my houlhold coatc, 
Rac’t out my imprelfe, leauing me no figne, 
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. mens opinions, and my lining blood, 

To i the world I am a Gentleman. 

* ? , an d much more, much more then twice all this, 

I almns you to the death •* fee them ddiueredouer 

To execution and the hand of death. 

1 ® * more welcome is the ftroke of death to me, 

Then Bullingbropks to England : Lords farewell. . 

1 Jf ]4y comfort is, that heauen will take our fou‘es ? 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. _ 

Bull My Lord Northumberland , fee them difpatcht t 
Vnckie, you fay, the Queene is at your houfe, 

For Godsfake fairelie let her be entreated. 

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings bedeliuerdd. 

Torke. A Gentleman of mine I haue difpatcht 
With letters of yourloueto heratlarge. 

Bull. Thanks (gentle Vnckie: ) come Lords, away. 

To fight with Glendor and hiscomplices, 

A while to worke, and after holiday. Exeunt i 



Enter the King, oAamerle, CarlUe, dre* 

Km. Barkloughly Caftle call you this at hand .? 

Au. Yea my Lord ; how brook’s your Grace the ayre- 
After your late tofling on the breaking Seas ? 

King. Needs muft 1 like it well, I weepe for ioy, . 

To (land vpon my kingdome once againe 
Deareearth, I doe falute thee with my hand, 

Though Rebels Mound thee with their Horfeshoofes : 

As along parted mother with her Child, 

Elaiesfondliewith herteares, and fmiles in meeting : - 
So weeping, (toiling, . greet 1 thee my earth, 

And doe thee fauour with my royall hands, 

Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth, 

Nor with thy fweets comfort his rauenous fence, 

Butlet thy Spiders,that fuckevp thy venome. 

And heauie gated Toads lie in their way, 

Dooing annoyance to the trechcrous feete, 

Whichwirh vfurping fteps do trample thee : 
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Y ectd flinging nettle* to mine enemies : 

And when they from my bofome pluck e a flower, 

Guard tt I.pray thee witb a lurking Adder, 

W hold double tongue may withiaoiortall touch. 

Throw death vpon tbv Soueraigncs enemies : 

Mocke not my fenfleife coniuration Lords ; 

This earth (ball haue a feeling, and thele hones 
Propuc armed. Souldiers ere her natiue King 
Shall falter v nder foule rebellious armes. 

Car/. Feare not my Lord,that power that made you kina 
Hath powertokeepeyouKing in fpiteofallj 
The meanesthat heauensyeeld mull be imbrae'e 
And not negleded. Elfehcauen would, 

And we would notyiaeauens offer, we refuft 
The poofFered meanes offuccoursand redrelfe. 

Aum. He meanes, my Lord, that we are too remilfe, 
Whiift Bullingbrooke^ through our ftcuritie, 

Crowes ftrong and great in fubftance and in power, 

Kmg, DifcomfortahleCoofin, knowft thou not, 
That when the ftarching eic of heauen is hid 
Behind the globe that lights thelower world. 

Then theories and robbers range abroadevnftcne, 

In murthers, and in outrage bloodie hecre. 

But when from vnder his terreftriall ball. 

He fires the proud tops ofthe eafterne pines, 

And darts his light through euery guilty hole $ 

Then murders, treafons, and detefted finnes, * 

The doakc of night being pluckt from off their backet, 
Stand bare and naked trembling at themfelues : 

So when thisthiefe, this traitour Bnllmgbrwkr-, 

Who all this while hath reueld in the night, 

Whil ft we were wandring with the Antipodes, 

Shall fee vs rifing in our throne the Eaft, 

His treafons will fit blulhing in hrs face, 

Not able to endure the light of day. 

But lelfe affrighted, trembled at his finne, 

N.otall the Water in the > ough rude Sea, 

Can wafli the balme o# from an annoynted King* 

The 



BichAfd the Second. 

, . r , at h of worldly men can cannot depoft 

T 5 C 5 nutvcleaedbytheLord, 

flf, |hre*J fleclcagainit ourgolden Crowne, 

SJfor his»Whath in heau e nlyp»y, 

VLinus Ansel: themf Angels fight, 

$/cakc men muft lalb for heauen ftill guards the right. 

Vm . welcome my Lordthow farre offlies your power? 
\K Nor neere, nor farthar off, my gracious Lord : 
Than this weake arme ; difeomfort guides my tongue. 
Andbids mefpeakeof nothing but Defpaire, 

Oneday too late, 1 feare, my noble Lord 

Hath clouded all thy happy daies on earth, 

0 callbacke yefterday , bid Time rcturne, 

And thou (halt haue twclue thouland fighting men: 

Today, today, vnhappy day, too late, 

Ouerthrowesthy ioyes, friends, fortune, and thy Kate : 

For all the Welchmen hearing thou wert dead, 

Are gone to Bullingbrooke , difperft, and fled. (pale? 

Atm. Comfort, my Liege, why lookes your Grace fo 
King. But now the blood of twenty thoufand men 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled : 

And tillfo much blood thither come againe, 

Haue I not reafon to looke pale and dead? 

All foules that will be fafej flie from my fide. 

For Time hath feta blot vpon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you arc. 
King. I had forgot my felfe, Am I not King ? 

Awake thou coward, Maieftiethou fleepeft, 

Is not the Kings name twenty thoufand names ? 

Arme, arme, my name a puny fubieA ftrikes 
Atthy great glory, looke notto the ground, 

Yeefauou rites of aKing, are wc not high? 

High be our thoughts,! know my V nckle Tcrke (here? 
Hath power enough toferue our turne : but who comes 
Enter Scrooge. 

Scrsofe. More health and happinefle betide my Liege, 

F Then 
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Then can my care tunde tongue deiiuer him. 

King . Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard. 

The worft isworldly lolfe thoucanft vnfold. 

Say, is my kingdomeloft? Why twas my care. 

And whatloileis it to be rid of care? 

Strmes Bnlltngbrooke to be as great as wee ? 

Greater he lli all not be ; if he ferue God, 

Week ferue him too, and be his fellow fo. 

Reuolt our Subic<fh. ? that we cannot mend, 

They break c their faith to God as well as vs ; 

Crie woe, deftruftion, ruine,and decay, 

The word is death, and death will haue his day. 

Saroo. Glad am I, that your Hjghnefte is lo armd 
To beare the tidings of calamitie, 

Like an vnfeafonable ftormic day, 

Which make theiilucr Riuers drown their iliowers. 

As if the world were all diftolud to teares, 

So high-aboue his limits fwels the rage 
Of Bnlltngbrooke, couering your fearefull land 
With hard bright fteek, aud hearts harder then deck ? 
White beards haue armd their thinne and haireleife fealpi 
Againft thy Maieftie : and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striue to Ipeakc bigge, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffevnwildie armes, againft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes, 

Of double fatal! woe againft thy date. 

Ycadiftatfe women mannage ruftie bilks: 

Againft thy feate both young and old rebels 
And all goes worfe then I haue power to tell. 

King. To well, to well thou telllatale foill. 

Where is the Earle of Wiltlhire? where isBagot? 

What is become of Bufliie? where is Greene? 

That they hauelet the dangerous enemie 
Meafure our confines with fuch peaceful! fteps. 

If we preiiaile, their heads ihallpay for it j 
I warrant they haue made peace with Bnllmgbrooke. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 
King. Oh Yillaines, vipers, damnd without redemption) 

Dog? 



Bichard the Second, 

fling my heart, 

SSr.eachonethnc.worfcthcnludas. 
«i).,Ufhcv make peace? terrible hell 
f.L warre vpon rheir fpotted foules for this. 

Sweete loue’s (Ifec) changing :h.s property 
Turnes tothefowreft and moft deadliehate. 

Aeainevncurfe their foules, their peace is made 
ufth head, and notwith hands, thofe whom you curfe 
Haue feltthe worft of deaths deftroying wound, 

Scro ‘ Yea, all of them at Briftow loft their heads, j 
J Where is the Duke my father with his power ? 

Ki ‘ No matter where, of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of graucs, of wormes, and Epitaphs, 

Make dull our paper, and with rainie eyes 
Writcforrowonthe boiome of the earth. 

Letschoofe Executors and talke of wils ♦ 

And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath, 

Saue our depoled bodies to the ground ? 

Our lands, our liues, and all are Bftlltngbrook.es, 

And nothing can we call our owne, but death. 

And that fmall modcll of the barren earth. 

Which ferues as paft and couer to ou r bones. 

For Gods fake let vs fit v pon the ground ? 

And tell fad ftoriesofthe death of Kings, 

How feme haue beene depofde, fomc flai ne in warre, 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiues, feme fleeping kild, 

All murt hered : for withi n the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Kecpesdcath his Gourt,andtheretheantiquefits, 
Scoftinghis ftate,and grinning at his pompe, 

Allowing him a breath, a little feeane, 

ToMonarchil'e, be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infuling him with felfe and vainc conceit, 

As if this flelh which walks about our life* 

li ^ erc 






The T rage die ef 

Were BrafTe impregnable :and humordthus, 

Comes at the lait, and with a little pin 
Bores through his. Caftle walles, and farewell King, 
Couer your heads, andraocke not fleih and bloody 
With folemne reuerence throwaway refpeift, 

Tradition, forme, and ceremonious dutie. 

For you haue but miftooke me all this while, 1 01 ■ y , 

1 liue with bread likeyou, feele want, 

T aft griefe , need friends : fubie&ed thus, bn . J| 
How can you fay to mec, I am a King h 

Carl. My Lord, Wife-men ne’rc lit and waile their woes 
But prefently preuent the waies to waile. 

To feare the foe, lince feare opprdTeth ftrength, 

Giues in your weakeneife ftrength vnto your foe, 
Andfoyour follies fightagainlt yourfelfe 
Feare, and be flaine, no worfe can come to fight ; 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death, 

Where fearing dying, paies death feruile breath. 

Aum , My Father hath a power, inquired him, 
Andlearnetomakeabodyof a limrne. 

King. Thou chidft me well; proud Bullingbrooke , I come 
To change blowes with thee for our day of doome; 
This Ague-fit of feare is ouerblow ne, 

A.n eafie taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope, Where lies our V nckle with his power ! 
Speakefweetly man, although thy lookes be fower. 

Scroope , Men judge by the complexion oftheskie, 
The ftatc and inclination of the day; 

So may you by my dull and heauy eye : 

My tongue hath but a heauier tale to fay, 

I play the torturer by fmall and fmall. 

To lengthen out the worft that muft be fpoken : 

Your Vnckle Torke is loyn’d with Bullmgbrooke, 

And all your Northerne Caftles y eelded vp, 

And all your Southerne Gentlemen in armes 
Vpon his partie. 

Kmg . Thou haft fayd enough : 

Befhrew thee Coofin which didft lead me foorth 



Richard the Second. 

nf thatfweet way I was in to difpaire. 

« Mf fav you now ? What comfort haue we now l 
S heauen lie hate himeuerlaftingly. 

That bids me be of comfort any more, 

Lc to Flint Caftle, there ile pine away, 

A King woes Haue, fiiall kingly woe obey; 

That power lhaue-,difcharge,andlet them go 
To care the Land that hath fomc hope to grow : 

For 1 haue none;let no man fpeake againe 
To alter this, for counfell is but vaine. 

Am, My Liege one word. 

King. Hedoesm.e double wrong, 

That wounds me with the flatteries of his tongue ; 

Difcharge my followers, let them hence away. 

From Richards night, to Bullingbrookes faire day. 

Enter Bull. Torke, North, 

Bull, So that by this intelligence we learne, 

The Welchmen are difpearft,and Salisbury 
Is gone to meete the King, who lately landed 
With fome few priuate friends, vpon this coaft. 

North. The newes is very faire and good, my Lord: 
Richard not farre from hence hath hid his head* 

Torke. It would befeeme the Lord Northumberland. > 

T o fay, King Richard, alacke the heauie day, 

When fuch a facred King, fhould hide his head. 

North. Your Grace miftakes; onely tobe briefer 
Left I his title out. 

Tor.The time hath bin, fhould you hane bin fo briefe with, 
He would haue bin fo briefe to (horten you, (him 

Fortakingfo the head, your whole heads length# 

Bui. Miftakc not (Vnckle) further then you fhould. 
Torke. Takenotf good Coofin) further then you fhould 
Leaftyou miftakc theheauens are ouer your heads. 

Bui, I know it V nckle, and oppofe not my fete 
Againft their willes. But, who comes heere i Enter Percy* 
■ Welcome Harry : What, will not this Cafte yeeld? 

Hen. Ter. The Caftle is Royally mand my Lord. 
Againft thv entrance. 

F 3 Bull. 
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TheTragedie of 

Bull . Roy ally, why itcontaines no King. 

H. Per. Yes (niy good Lord) 

It doth containe a King, King Richardiks 
With the limits of yon lime and (lone, 

And with him the Lord Aumerle , Lord Salisburie, 

Sir Stephen Scroope, befides aCleargieman 
Of holie reuerence.who I cannot learne. 

North, Oh belike it is the Bifliop of Carl ale. 

Bui, Noble Lords, 

Go to the rude ribbesof that ancient Caftle, 

Through brafen Trumpet fend the breath of parlee 
Into his ruinde earcs, and thus deliuer. 

H.Bul, on both his knees,doth kitfeking Richards hand, 

And fends alleageancc and truefaith of heart 

T o his Royall perfon : hither come 

Euen at his feete,to lay my armesand power : 

-Prouided.that my banillimentrepeald, 

Andlands reftored againebc freely graunted 5 
If not, ile vfe the aduantage of my power, 

And lay thefummers dud with fliowres of blood, 
Raindfrom the wounds of ilaughtered Englinlhraen i 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bullingbrooke 
It is, fuch chrimfon temped ihould be drcncht, 

The frefli greene lap of faire King Richards land, 

My (looping dutietenderlie fhall (hew. 

Go fjgnifle as much, while here we march 
Vpon the graffie carpet of this plaine ; 

Lets march without the noyfeof threatning drumme, 
That from this Cadies tattered battlements. 

Our faire appointments may be well perufd. 

Methinks King Richard and my felfe fliould meete 

Witluio leifc terrour then the Elements 

Of Fire and Water, when their thundringfmoake, 

At meeting teares the cloudy cheekes of heauen. 

Behe the Fire, lie be the yeclding Water j 
The rage be his,whild on the earth I raigue 
My Water's on the earth, and noton him: 

March on, and marke King Richard how he lookes. 



Richard the Second !» 

The Trumpet found, Richard appeared on tit mlltU 

Lll, See, fee, King Richard doth himfelfe appearc, 
ifdoth the blulhing difeontented Sunne 
From out the fierie portall ot theEaft, 

When he perceiues the enuious clouds are bent 
7"o dinirne his glorie, and to ftaine the tracke 
of his bright paflage to the Occident. 

Yorke. Yet lookes he like a King, behold hiseye, 

As bright as is the Eagles, lightens foortb 
Controlling Maieilie; alackefor woe, 

That any harme Ihould ftainefo fairealhew, 

Km> We are amazd, and thus long haue wc ftood. 
To watch the fcarefull bending of thy ki&j, 

Becaufc we thought eur felfe the lawfullKing ; 

And ifwe be, how dare thy ioynts forget 
To pay their awefull dude to our pretence *, 

Ifwe be not, (hew vs the hand of God 
That hath difmid vs from our Stewardfliip » 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone. 

Can gripe the facred handle of our Scepter, 

Vnleile he do prophane, deale, or vfiixpe : 

And though you thinke that alias you haue done, 1 
Haue tome their foules, by. turning them from vs. 

And we are barren and bereft of friends; 

Yetknow,my Maifter Go d omnipotent. 

Is muttering in his clouds on our behalfe, 

Armies of Pedilence, and they (hall drike 
Your Children yet vnborne, and vnbegot. 

That lift your vaflaile hands again fl my head. 

And threat the glorie of my precious Crowne. 

Tell Bnilingbreoke (for yon me thinks he (lands) 

That euerie (Iride he makes vpon my land, 

Is dangerous treafon .♦ h e is come to open 
The purple T edament of breeding Warre; 

But ere the Crowne he lookes for, liue in peace, - 
Ten thoufand bloody crownes of mothers (bnnes,. 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 

Change the complexion of Mayd-pfde peace, 



To 
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To fcarict indignation, and bedeaw 
Her paftors gratfe with faithfull Englifh blood. 

North. TheKing of Heauen forbid, our Lord the kim, 
Shouldfo withciuiU and vnciuillarmcs 
Berulht vpon» Thy thrife noble Coofin, 

Harry Bulltngbrooke doth humbly kilte thy hand. 

And by the honourable Tombe he fweares, 

That (lands vponyour royall Grandfires bones, 

And by the Royalties of both your bloods 
Currents that fpringfrom one mod gracious head, 

And by the buried hand of Warlike Gaunt, 

And by the worth and honour of himfelfe, 

Comprifing all tnat may be fworne or faid. 

His comming hither hath no further fcope. 

Then for his lineall Royalties, and to begge 
Infranchifcment immediate on his knees. 

Which on thy Royall partie graunted once. 

His glittering Armeshewill commend to rufl, 

His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his heart 
Tofaithfullferuiceof your Maiedie. 

This fweares he, as he is a Prince iud : 

And as I am a Gentleman, I credithim. 

King, Northumberland, fay thus .• the King returncs 
Hisaoble Coofin isright welcome hither, 

Ancrall the number of his faire demaunds 
Shall be accomplidit without contradidion, 

With all the gracious vtterancc thou had 5 
Speake to his gentle hearing kind commends : 

We doc debafe our felues ( Coofin) do wee not ? 

T o looke fo poorely, and to fpeake fo faire 
Shall we call backe Northumberland, and fend 
Defiance to the Traitour, and fo die ? 

Aum. No good my Lord, lets fi ght with gentle words, 
Till time lend friends, and friends their hclpfullfwords. 

King. Oh God, oh God that ere this tongue of mine. 
That laid the fentence of dread banilhment 
On you proud man, fhould take it off againe, 

With words of footh ! Oh that I were as great, ^ 



r R ichard the Second. 

A» is my griefe, or lelfcr then my name 1 

Q r that 1 could forget what I haue been* 1 [l ’ 

Or not remember what I mud be now* 

Swell'll thou (proud heart , ) Ilegiucthcefcopetobeat, 

Since foes haue fcope td beat both thee and nice, 
jium. Northumberland comes backe from Bullmgbrooke, 
Ktng- What mud the King do now i mud he lubmit ?. 
the King (hall do it : Muft he be depofde i 
TheKing (hall be contented : Muftheloofe 
The name of a King ? a Gods name let it goc ; V . x 
He giue my j ewcls for a fet of Beades : 

My gorgeousPallace,for a Hermitage: 

My gay Apparell, for an Almef-mans Gawne: 

My figurde Goblets, for a diih of Wood : . d 

, My Scepter, for a Palmers walkj ng Staffe: 

MySubie&s, for a payreofearued Saints: i. 

And my large Kingdome, for a little Crauej , 

Ali trie little Graue, an obfcureGrauc^ , . ? 

Or, ile be buried in the Kings hie way, 

Some way of common trade, where fubiedts feete , y i r 
May hourely trample on their Soucraigneshead 
For on my heart they tread now w hilR I liuc : 

And buried once, why not vpon my head f 
Aumerle, thou wcepelt(my tender-hearted Coofin) 
Weelemake foule weather with defpifedjteares j 
Our fighes , and they, fhajl-jodgc the fumincr;$ornc, 

Apd make a dearth in this reuolcin gland : • rj 

Or (hall we play the wantons with pur woes, , 

And makefome pretty match with (heading teares, 

And thus to drop them dill vpon one place, 

Till they haue fretted vsapaire of Graues 
'Vithin the earth : and therein ta.y’de 5 their lies 
Two kinfmendig'dtheirGraues with weeping eyes-? t .*; 
Would not this ill doe well i well well lice, 

I talkc but idlely, and you laugh at mee. 

Mod mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 

What fayes King Bullingbrooke, will his JMaicfi^c v ^ 

G\utRichardlc&UQ toliue till Richard die? 

G You 
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You make alegge,and Bullingbrooke fayes I. 

North, My Lard, in the bale court he doth attend, 
To fpeakcwith you : mayitpkafeyou to come downe, 
King. r>owne,downe 1 eomeylike glittering Photon, 
Wanting the mannage of » nmty Jades.'-' - ■ ; ' : ; 

V-\ r\ is* ! I r"t utilPf)* inOCOfAW 
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To come at Tray tors talks, and dothem grace. 

In the bale court come downe: downe court, downe King 
For night-owles ilirceke where mountinglarks lliould fjng 
Bvll , What fayes Ins Maieftie ? 

North. Sorrow and-gtdefe>of heart; < id: s / -2 ! 

Makes hi m fpeake fondly like a franticke matV: 

Yet he is come. * v: - 
Bull. Stand all apart, 

And thew faire dime toihis Maicftic : He kneehsdom, 

My gracious Lord. 

Kwg. Faire Coofm you debafe your Princely knee, 
To make the bafe egth proud with kitfingit : 

Mcrathcr had my heart might feeleyourloue. 

Then my vnpleafed eye fee your curtclie: 

Vp Coofm v*p, vour heart is vp l know, 

Thus high at lca'ft* although your knee be low. 

Bull* My gracious Lord* I come but for mine owne, 
Km. Your owne is yours, and I am yours and all, 
Bull. Sofarre be mine, my moil redoubted Lord, 

As mvtiieferulce (ball deferue yourloue. r. •- ; wv 
King. Well y ou deferue : they well deferue to hate, 
That know the ftrong'ft and fur ell way to get . 
Vnckle,gfik me your hands*, nay dry your eyes, 

Teares (hew their louc, but want thetr remedies. 

Coofi n, I am too young to be you r Father, 

Thou oh you are old enough to be Heyrej 
What y ou will haiie, He giue, and willing too : 

For doe wc mu ft, what force will haue vs do : 

Set on towards London, Coofm is it fo i 
Bull. Yeamy good Lord 

Kwg. Then I muft not fay no. ** 



Richard the Second, 

Rr.ter tke jj$*tipie with her AttnuUKtf. h ^ ' 

One. Whatfport (hall we deuifeheere in this garden, 
Todriuc away the hcauie thought of care i 
Lnij. Madam weele play at bowles. 

(fee. Twill make me thinke the world isfullofrubs, 
AndtHat my fortune runnes againft the bias. 

Lady. Madam weekdaunce. - 
Que. My legs can keepe no meafurc in delight. 

When my poore heart no mealurekeepes in griefc » 
Therefore no dauncing girle, fome other fport. 
ydy. Madam week tell tales, 

Que, Offortiow orofgriefejii bnu 
Lady, Of either Madam. 



gue. Of neither girle, . •. 

ForiTof ioy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth rememberme themore offorrowj >r* 



Or ifof griefe, being altogithcriadch, s i [•/!: . i r H 

It addeS more forrow to my want of ioy? * • *h - r I 

For what l haue I neede not to repeate, 

Andwhatlwant.it bootes notto complainc, 

Udy._ Madam ileftng. -U «lt. rii»3 ; aria.,.. 1 
gne. T is well that thou-Haft caufe, ■ • • 

® ut mouihouldft pleafe me better would ft thou weepe, 
btdj, 1 could weepe Madam, would it do you- good. 
Jute. And I could ling would weeping do me good » 

And neuer borow any tearc of thee. 

But ftay, hccrc commeth the Gardiners, 

Lets Hep in to the ihadow of thefc trees,' 

My » retchedneire vnto a row of pines. 

They will talke of ftate, for cuery one doth fo, 
gamlt a change wqc is fbre-runne with woe, 
r . EnterKSardinert, - l .) : 
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Cut off the heais of two fall growing fprayes, 
Thatlooketoo loftie in our Common-wealth; 

AH mu ft be cuen in our gouerment. 

You thus imployde, I will goe roote away 
The npyfome Weede* that without profit fucke 
The foyles f ertilitie from holfome Flowers. 

Man. Why Ihoiftd we in the compafteofaPalc, 
Keepe law andforme, and due proportion. 

Shewing in a modell our fijqme eftate. 

When our fea-walkdGarden, the whole Land 
Is full of Weedcs ; her faireft Flowers choakevp, 

Her fruit trees all vnprund herhedges ruinde. 

Her Knots difordered, and her holdorae Hearbes 
Swarmingwith Caterpillers, 

Gard, Hold thy peace, : : ) ' ' i : • 

He that hathfuffred this difordered Spring, 

Hath now himfelfc mef with the fall ©! Lcafe : 

The Weedes that his broade fproading Leaues did (belter, 
That feernde in eating him, to hold him vp, 

Are puld v p, roote and all, by BnUntgbrocke : 

I meane the Earle of 'wdtfbire-, Bulhitfi Greene. 

LMan. What, are they dead ? 

Gard. They are, 

And Bttllwgbrocke hath feizd the waftfull King. 

Oh what pittteit is, that he hadnotfo trtrade 

And dreithis Land} as we this Garden, attiraeofyeere 

Do wound the barke, the skinne of our fruit trees* 

Leaft being ouer-proud w ; th fappe and blood, 

With too much riches it confound it felfe. 

H ad he done fo, to great and growing men, 

They might haue liude to bcare> and he to taft e 
Their fruites of duetie : fupetfluous branches 
We loppe away, that bearing boughes may line ; 

Had he done fo, himfelfc had borne the Crowne, 

Which wafte of idle houres hath quite throw;nedowne. 

Man. What , thinke you the King ihall be depofdc? 
gard, Depreft he is already, and depofde 
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Richard the Second, 

(jrubthe willtt. Letters can-daft night 
To adcare friend of the Duke of Torkgs, 

That tell blacketidinges. 

0 an. Ohllamprelt to death tbfough want of ipsafe g 
rhouiold Adams likencs fet todrelle this Garden, 

H 0 w dares thy harlh rude tongue found thisynploafiny 
What Ehc ? What Serpent hath fugge fled thee, ( titWs , 

To make a fecond fall of curfcd man ? 

Why doft thou fay KingA/cWis depofde? 
partt thou, thou little better thing then earth 
Diuine his downe fall? Say, where, when, and how 
Carol! thou by this ill ddinges ? fpeake thou wretch ? 

Gard Pardon me Madam, little ioy haue I 
To breath thefe newes, yet what 1 fay*is true : 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
QiRullingbrooke : their fortunes both areweyde. 

In your Lo. fcale, is nothing but himfelfe. 

And fome few vanities that make him light ; 

But in the ballance of grea tBtttiinrbrookg, 

Befides himlelfe, are all theEnglilh Peeres, 

And with that oddes, he wheighes KingJte^Wdowne. 

Pol! you to London, and y ou will finde it fo } 

Ifpeake no more then euery onedoth know. 

Queen. Nimble Mifchaunce, that artfolightoffootCj 
Doth not thy embatfage belong to me. 

And am I laft that knowes it ? Oh thou thinkeft* 
Tofcruemelaft,thatl may longcft keepe - 

Thy forrow inmybreaft:comeLadyes,goe 
Tomeeteat London, LondonsKing in woe. 

What, was 1 borne to this>thatmy fadd looke, 

Should grace thetmiroph of great Bnllimbrookgi 
Gardner, for tellid& me thclenewes ofwoe. 

Pray God the plants: thou graft!! may neuer grow* Exit 
sG<trd.Poore:Qucene, fo that thy ftatemight be noworfe . 

1 would my skill were fubied to thy curfe , 

Hcerc did (Lie drop a teare. 5 heere in this place. 

He fet a bancke of Rewfowre Hearbe-of-grace : ; 

G 3 Hew? . 
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TheTragedie of 

Rew, euen for Ruth? heerc (hortly (hall be feene, \ : 
Inremembrance of awe'eping Queene. 

Enter Bullingbrooke , Aumerle } and others. 

Bull, Call, fourth Bagor. v ’■ Enter B mr 

Now Bagot, freely fpeake thy mind, -iv .. , ° ' 

What thou doft know ofnoble Glocefters death, 

Who wrought it with the King, and who performde 

The Blcodie office ofhis timeleire end? 

Bagot, Then fet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bull. Coofin, ftandfoorth, andlookc vpon thatniani 
Bagot, My Lord Aumerle, 1 know y our daring tonsil 
Scorncs to vnfay what once it hath deliuetod b ! 
In that dead time when Glocefters death was plotted, 
Iheard youfay,Is not myarme of length, 

That rcacheth from the reUfull Englilh court ; u > 
As farreas Calliceto mine Vnckles head i) 

Amongfl much other talke, that very time, 

I heard you fay, that you had rather refufe 
The offer of an hundred thoufand Crownes, 

Then Bullsugbreekes rcturne to England, add i ng'withall, 
How bleft this land would be in this your Cool i ns death, 
zAum. Princes,andnobleLords, * 

What anfwere fhalll make to this bafe man } 

Shall I fo much difhonourmy faire ftarres. 

On equalltearmes to giue him chafticement / 

Either I muft,orhauemineHonourfoyld 
Wit h the attainder of his flau n derous lips Xr 
There is my gage, the manuallfeale of death, 
Thatmarkes thecout for Hell .* thou lieft. 

And Will maintaine what thou haft fayd, is falic, 

In thy heart blood, though being all too bale 
To ftaine the temper of my knightly Sword, 

Bull Bagot, forbeare, theu fkaltnot take it vp* 

*Aum. Exceptingone,! would he werethebeft 
In all this prefence, that hath mooud mefo. 

Fit*,. It that ifey valour ftand on fimpathia^' 

There it my gage Aumfrle t in gagetothine j 

By 





Bichord the Stand. 

_ { }, a( f a |re Sunne that fhewes me where thou ftandft, 

1 Lrd thee fay, and vauntingly thou fpakft it, 

Thatthou wert caufe of noble Glocefters death ; 
llthou denieft it twentie times, thou lyeft, 

Ani I will turne thy falfhood to thy heart, 

Whcreitwas forged, with my Rapierspoynt, 

Thou dar ft not (coward; liue Ito fee the day, 
fit*. Now by my foule, I would it were this houre. 
j m , Fitzwaters, thou art damnd to hellfor this, 

■L. < T >er - Aumerle, thou lieft, his honour is as true,. 

In this appeale, as thou art aU vnitlft, ' * 

And thatthou art fo, there I throw my gage. 

To prooue it on thee to the extrearaeft poync 
Ofmortall breathing, feize it if thoudar’ft. 

Aum. And if Ido not, may my hands rotoff, 
Andncuer brandiih more reuengefullfleele 
Oucr the glittering helmet ofmy foe. 

Another, X, I take the earth to the like(forfwone Aumerle A 
Andfpur thee on with full as many lies. 

As it may be hollowed i n thy trecherous care 
Fromfinnetofmnc : thereis my honours pawne, 

Ingage it to the try all if thou darft. 

Am. Who fets me clfc { by heauen lie throw at all, 

I haue a thoufand fpirits in one breaft, 

To anfwere twenty thoufand fuch as you. 

Sur. My Lord Fitz water, I do remember well 
The verie time and you did talke. 

fit*. Tisvery true, you were in prefenethen, 

Andyou can witnclfe with me this is true. 

Sur, Asfalfc by heauen, as heauen itfdfe is true. 

Fttz. Surrie,thoulieft* (fwordi 

Tba ° n °j a )Icbo > r » t batly fliall ly fo heauicon my 

tnat it Ihall render vengeance and reuenge 
j 111 thou the lie-giucr, and that lie dolie, 
n earth a* quiet as thy Fathers (cull, 
nproofew 4 iereof there is my honours pawne, 
n o a 8 e ft t0 thctryaHif thou darft, 
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The Tragedie of 

Fit*,, How fondly doft thou fpurre a forward horfc. 

If 1 dare eatc, or drinke, or breath, or liue, 

I dare meet Surry in a Wildcrncfte, 

Andfpitvpon himwhilftl fay he lyes, 

And lyes, and lyes : there is my bond of F^th, 

To tie thee to my ftrong corrcdion : 

As I intend to thriue in this new world, 

Aumerle is guiltie of my true appeal e. 

Befidcs ,iheare thebanifised NorffalkcCzy 
T h at thou Aumerle did ft fend two of t hy men 
To execute |he noble Duke of Colice. 

*Anm. Some honeft Chriftiantruft mewitha gage, 

T h at Norfolk* lyes, heere do I throw downe this, 

I f he may be repcald to try his honour ? 

Bull, Thefe differences fliall all reft vnder gage , 

T ill Norfolke be repeald, repcald he (hall be, ' — • ' i . . > 

And Though mineenemie,rcftot'd againc 
Toallhis Lands and Signories {when heisreturnd, 
Againft ^Aumerle we will inforce his trial!* 

(far l, That honorable day lhallneucr be fcenc: 

Many a time hath baniflu Nor folke fought 
For Iefus Chrift, in glorious ChriftUn held, 

Streaming the EnfigneofthcChriftiancroftlv • ’ 

Againft blackc Pagans, Tnrkes, and Saracens, y 

And toyld with workes of Watre, retir'd himfelfe 

To Italy, and there at Venice gauc 
His Body toa pleafaiiteountrics earth. 

And his purefoule vnto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whofe colours he had fought fo long. 

Bull, Why Bi(hop, isNurffolkc dead ? 

CW.'As fure as Iliue,my Lord, ..... . 

Sweet peece conduce his fwget foule to the MlpB^A 
Of good old Abraham : Lordsappellants,- 1 : : ■ 

Your differences (hall all reft vnder gage. 

Till we afsigne you to your dayes afmall. 

,t EuterTorke, ’ 

Forks, , Great Duke of LawCafter, I come tochee;^ 
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Richsrdthe Second, 

p otn plume-pluckt Richurd , who with willing foule 
Adopr thee Heire, and his high Scepter y celds 
To the poilcftion of thy royallhand; 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him. 

And lone liu c H|«w, fourth of thatnamc. • 

Kul In Gods name, lie afeend the Regall throne, 
Carl Mary God forbid. 

Word in this Royall prefence I may fpeakc ; 

Yet beft befeeming me to fpeakc the truth ; 

Would God any in this noble prefence. 

Wereenough noble robe vprightludge 
Ofnobl cRicbard: Then true noblcnelle would 
Learne him forbearance from fo foule a wrong. 
Whatfubied can giuefentenceon his King l 
Andwho fits heere that is Rot Richards Cubic A l 
Theeues are not iudged, but they arebytoheare, 
Although apparent guilt be feene in them ; 

And (hall the figure of Gods Maieftie, 

His Captaine, Steward,dcput«e, eled, 

Annointcd, crowned, planted many yeares, 

Beiudg’d by fubied and inferior breath. 

And he himfelfe not prefent l Oh forfend it God, 
That ina Chriftian Climatefoulcs refinde. 

Should (hew fo hainous blacke obfccne a deede. 

I fpeake to fubieds, and a fubiedfpeakes, 

Stird vp by God thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of Hereford here whom you call King, 

Is a foule traitor to proud Herefords King, 

And if you Crowne him, let me prophelie, 

Tlie blood of Englifti (hall manure the ground, 

And future ages groane fot his foule ad. 

Peace (hall goe fieepe with Turkcs and Infidels, 

And in this feateot peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind confound : 
Diforder, horror, feare and mutinie. 

Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald 
Thefield of Golgotha and dead mens skuls. 
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< The Tragedieof 

Oh if you railethis houfe agaiinft his houfe, « 

It will the wofulleft diuilion prooue, . >11 •',. i0 *' 

That euer fell vpoh thiscuifcd, earth : . ) : i >f i: U 

Preuent it, refill; it, and Ictfi not be fo, .ml i : . ..j ; • 

Lcaft child, childs children crie againftyouwoe. 

North. Well haue you argued lir, and for your paines, 
Of Capitalltreafon, we arrelt youliere ; 

My Lord of Weftminfter r be.ityour charge, r 3, „ . 

To keepe him fafely tilLhis day oftriall. 

May it pleafe you Lprds, to graurtt :the common fuite, 
Fetch hither Rjcbankthit in common view 
He may furr'ender>lo wclhaU proceed without fufpjtion, 
,Totke. 1 will be hisconduft* ; ionjruxhoi 
Bui, Lords, you that are here j are vnderour arreft, 
Procure your Sureties fotyour daies of anfwere j 
Little are we beholding to your loue. 

And little looke for at your helpinghands*. 

Enter King Richard 

‘Rich. Alacke why am lfeni for to a King, 

Before I haue fl\ooke off the regall thoughts 
Wherewith I raignd ; I hardlieyet haue learnt 
To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my limbes i 
Giue borrow leauc awhile to tutor me to this fubmiffionj 
Yet I well remember the fauours of thefe men, 

Were they not mine l did they notfometimes crie alhaile 
Tome? fo ludas did to Chrifi } but he intwelue, 

Found truth in all but one? Hntweloethoufandnone: 
God faue the King,wdl no man lay Amen : 

Am I both Prieft and Clarke ; well then, Amen, 

Gpd faue the King, although l be not hee, 

And yet Amen, if heauen do thinke himmec : 

To do whatferyice am I fentfor hither : 

Torke. To do that office, of thine owne goodwill, 
Which tired Maieftje did make thee offer j 
The relignation of thy State and Growne 
To Harry EHlHngbrooke . 

Rich. Seazethe Crownc, *-/r. 
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Eichard the Seconds 

... Coofm,-on this fide my hand, & on that fideyourSt 
jjowis this golden Crownc like a deepe Well, K 

That owes two Buckets filling one another, 

The emptier euer dauncing in the ayre, 

The other downevnfeene, and fullof Water : 

That Bucket downe, and full of tcares, am I, 
nrinkins my eriefe, whilft you mount vp on high. 

V Bui. 1 thought youhad been willing to refrgne i 
Ric l My CrowncI am>but ftiUmy.griefesarcmine : 
Youmay my Glories and my State depofe, 

But not my Gricfcs, ftill am I King of thbfc. 

Btd, Partofyour Cares you giue me with your Crown, 
BicL Your cares fetvp, do not pluckc my cares dowri: 
]My care is lofte of care, by old care done, 

Yeur care is gaine of care by new care won .* 

The cares I giue, I haue, though giuen away, 

They tend the Crowue,yet ftill with me they ftay. 

Bui. Are you contented to refigne the Crownc l 
Bich. I, no no I j for,.I muft nothingbee. 

Therefore no no, for I refigne to thee, 

Now marke me how I will vndoe my felfe .• 

I giue this hcauiewaightfrom offmy head. 

And this vn\yeildie Scepter from my hand, 

Theprideof kinglyfway from out my heart: < ‘ 

With mine owne teares 1 wafli away my balme. 

With mine owne hands I giue away my Crowne, 

With mine owne tongue denie my facred ftate, 

With mine owne breath releafeall dutiesrites, 

All pompe and Maicftie I doe forfweare. 

My Mannors, Rents, Reuenewes I forgoe, 

My A<ftes,Decrees, and Statutes I denie •• 

God pardon all Oathcs that are broke tome, 

God keepe all VowesTnbroke thatfweareto thee; 

Make me that nothing haue, with nothing grieud. 

And thou with all pleafd, that haft all.atchieud ; 

Long may ft thou liue in Richards feat to fit, 

And foonel k Richard in an earthly pit ; 
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The Trig edit of 

God faue King /Air^rvnkingd Richard Ciics, 

And fend himmany yeeres of Sun-(hines daies. 

What more remaines^ • .y ;: '* r t>w> 

North. No more, but thatyou re%d jv; 

Thefe accufations, andthcfe grrcuous crimes, 
Commitfedbyyour perfon, and your followers, 

Againft the ftate and profite of this Land ; 

That by coofeffing them, the foules of men 
May deemethityou are worthily depofde. 

Rich. Muft 1 doefo? and mull Irauellout 
My Weaud vp Folly, gentl c Northumberland* 

If thy offenceswerevponrccord. 

Would it not fhame thee in fo faire a troope, 

To read aledureof them, if thou wouldft. 

There Ihould ft thou find one hainous Article, 
Containing the depofingofaKing, 

And cracking the ftrong warrant of an Oath, 

Markt with a blot, damd in the booke of heauen : 

Nayof you that %nd and lookevpon, 

Whilft that my wretchedrierte doth bate my felfe $ 
Though fomeofyou (with r Pilate ) wafh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pittie, yet you Pilates, 

Haue heere deliuered me to my fowre Croflc, 

And water cannot wadi away your finne. 

North. My Lord difpatch, read ore thefe Articles, 
Rich. Mine eyes are full of tcarcs, I cannot fee j 
And yet fait water blinds them not fo much, 

But they can fee a fort of T raitors here : 

Nay, if I turne mine eies vpon my felfe, 

I fi nd my felfe a Traitor with the reft j 
For I haue giuenheremy foules confent 
Tovndeckethc pompous body of a King s 
Made glorie bace,and Soueraigntiea Qauej 
Proud Maieflie a fubied, Stateapcafant. 

North. My Lord. 

Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught infultingman, 
Nor no mans Lord $ I haue no name, no tide, 

No 
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Richard the Second. 

, „» that name was giuen me at the Font, 

KfurU alackefheheauieday 
Rat 1 hauewornefo many Winters out, 

| J L now not now, what name to call my felfe, 
o’hat 1 were a mockerie King of Snow, 

Sngbefore the funne of Wrnfc, 

Toroelt my felfe away in water drops. 

Good King, great King; and yet not greatly good* 

And if my name be darling, yet m England 
Letit command a mirrour hither ftraite 
That it may Ihcw me what a face 1 haue, 

Sinceitisbanckrout of his Maieftic. 

Bui. Go fome of you and fetch a look mg-glatlc. 

North. Read ore this paper while the Glade doth come. 

Rich. Fiend, thou torments me ere I comet© Hell, 
Vrgeitnomore,my Lord Northumberland. 

North. The commons will not then be facisficd. 

Rich. They (hall befatisfied, lie read enough, 

When I doe fee the very Booke indeed. 

Where all my fmnes are writ, and that’s my felfe, 

Giue me the glafle: no deeper wrinkles yet ? 

Hath fotrow ftroke fo many blowes vpon this 

Face of mine.and made no deeper wounds l 

Oh flattering GlatTe, like to my flollowers in profpentiel 

AVas this the face that cucry day vnder his 

Houfhold roofe did keepe ten thoufand men i 

Was this the face that faaft fo many follies, 

Andwasatlaft outfaaft by Btdltngbrookel 
A brittle Glorie fiiineth in this face. 

As brittle as the Glorie is the face. 

For there it iscrackt in a hundred (hiuers * 

MarkefilentKing themorallofthis fpor, 

Howfoone my forrow hath deftroyd my face. 

Thtl. The ihadow ofyour lorrow hath deftroyd 
The (hadow of your face. 

Rich. Say that againe : the ihadow of my forrow j 
Ha lets fee :tis very true, mygriefe 
H $ 












The Tragedte of 

L»esallwithin>and thcfecxternall manners 
Of laments are mcerely lhadowes to the vnfecne, 
Griefcthat fwells withYilcnce in the tortured foulc : 

And I thanke thee Kingtl\at not onely giueft 
Me caufeto waile,but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe: lie begge one boone, 
Andthenbe gone, and troubleyou no more. 

Bull . N ame it faire Goofin . 

Rich. Faire Coofc, why ? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were then but Fubie^s 
Being now afubied, 1 haueaKingheere 
To my flatterer j beingfe great, I haue no need to beg. 
Bui. Yetaske. 

Rich. And (hall I haue it ? 

Bui. You fiiall. 

Rich, Why then gitie me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither l 
Ric. Whither you will, fo I were from your fights. 

Bui. Goafomeofyouconuayhimtothetower. 
Rich. Ogoodconuay,conuayers are you all. 

That rife thus nimbly by atrue Kings tall. 

Bui. On Wadnefday next we folemnely let downe, 
Our Coronation 5 Lords prepare your fclucs. 

Exeunt, Manet Weft. Carletll, Aumerle. 
aAbfot. A woefull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 
Car, The woe’s to come 5 thechildrenyetvnbornc, 
Shall feele this day as iharpe to them as thorne. 

sAum. You holy Clergiemen, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realmc ofthis pernitious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake roy mind heerein, 

You (hall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, butalio to effed 
Whatcucrl fliallhappento deuife: 

I lee your browes aie Rail of dilcontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your cies of teares: 

Come home with me to fupper, lie lay a pl° l > 

Shall fltew vs all a merry day. £ 



Richard the Second, 

Enter ftl^cene, with her attendants 4 
Oneetie* This way the King will come, this is the way 
rfyitu Czftrs ill creded Tower. . 

Towhofe fli nt bofome my condemned Lord 
I . doomde a Prifoncr by proud Rullrngbrooke, 

H-erelet vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any refting for her trucKings Qneenc, 

Enter Richard, . x , . ■/ 

Butfoft, but fee, or rather, do not fee, 

My faire Rofe wither : yet looke v p, behold, 

That you in pittiemay ditfolue to deaw, 

Andwaih him frelh againe with true loue teares. 

All thou the rnodell where old Troy did ftand ! 

Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards toombes 
And not King Richard: thou rnoft beauteous Innc, . 
Why Ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee. 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft i 
fob, Ioyne not with griefe, faire woman, do notio, 

To make my end too hidden, learne good foule, 

Tothinke our forme^ftate a happy dreame, 

From which awafct, the truth of what we are, 

Shcwes vs but this : I amfworne (brother fweete^ 

To grimme N ecelfitie, and he and t 

Will keepealeague till death. Hie thee to France^. • 

Aud doyfter thee m iome religious houfe; 

Our holy lines mud winne a new worlds Crcwne, 

Which our prophane hourcs here, haue thrown downs, 
Queene. What is my Richaru both in (1) ape and mind, 
Transformd and weakned ? hath Bullingbrooke 
Depofd thine intellcd ? hath he been in thy heart ? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw ; . 

And wounds the earth, if nothing cite, with rage., 
Tobeo’repowerd} and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Takethy correction, mildly kilfethe rodde, 

Audfawne on Ragewith bace humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of beafts? 

King, A King of beafts indeed, if aught butbeaft, 
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The T roadie ef 

I had been ftill a happy king of men. 

Good (fomctime Queenc) prepare thee hence for Franc. 
Thinke I am dead, and thateuen hcerc thou rakeft f| 
As from my death-bed my lait liuing leaue. 

In winters tedious nights fit by the hre 
With good old folkes, and let them tell thee talcs 
Of woefull ages long ago* betide. 

And ere thou bid good to quite their griefe, 

T ell thou the lamentable talcof me. 

And fend the hearers weeping to their beds: 

For why, the fencelefte brands will fimpathy 
The heauy accentof thy moouing tongue. 

And in companion weepe the fire out ; 1 

And fomc will mournc in allies, fomc cole blacke, 

For the depofing of a rightfull King. 

Enter Northumberland. 

North. My Lord, the mind of ’Bullingbrooks is changd, 
Y ou muft to Pomfret, not vnto the T ovver. 6 ’ 

And Madam, there is order tanefor you. 

With all fwift (peed you muft away to France. 

King. Northumberland) thou ladder wh erewithall 
The mounting Bullingbrotke afeends my throne. 

The time lhallnot be many bouresof age 
More then it is, ere foule finnegathering head, 

Shall breake in to corruption, thou (halt thinke. 
Though he deuide the Realme, and giuc thee halfe, 

It is too little, helping him to all: 

He lhall thinke, that thou which knowft theway 
To plantvnrightfullKings, will know againe, 

Beeing nere fo little vrgd another way, 

T o plucke him headlong fiom the vfurped throne, 
The louc of wicked men conuerts to fearc. 

That feare, to hate; and hate curnes one or both 
T o worthy danger and deferued death . 

North,. My guiltbe on my head, and there an end : 
Take leaue and part, for you muft part foorthwith. 

King. Doubly diuorc’t, (badmen^ you violate 






Richard the Second* 

a twofold mariage, betwixt my Crowneand me, 

And then betwixt me, and my married wife. 

L etme rnkiffe the oath betwixt thee and me: 

And yet not fo, for with a kille t’was made, - 
Part vs Northumberland.^ I towards the North, 

Where Ihiuering cold andfickenelfe pines the clime : 

My Wife toFrance, from whence fet foorth in pompc# 

She came adorned hither, like fwccte May, 
SentbackelikeHollowmas,or Ihortft of day. 

Quec, And muft we be deuided ? muft we part i 
, I, hand from handf my loue)and heart from heart 

Queen. Banifh vs both, and fend the King with me. 

King. That were fome loue, but little policie. 

Queen, Then whither he goes, thither let me goc. 

King. So two togither weeping, make one woe; 

Weepe for me in France, 1 for thee here. 

Better farre off then neerc benearetheneere: 

Goe count thy way with fighes, I mine with groanes. 
Queen, So longeft way lhall haue the longeft moanes. 
King. Twifeforone ftep lie gronc, theway being Ihort, 
And peece the way out with a heauie heart. 

Come, come, in wooing forrow lets be briefe. 

Since wedding it, there is fuch length in griefe : 

One kille lhall ftoppe our mouthes, and doubly part, 

Thus giue I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 

Qneen. Giue me my owne againe, twere no good part, 
To take on me to keepe, andkill thy heart. 

So now I haue mine owne againe, be gone, 

That I may ftriue to kill it with a groane. 

King, We make Woe wan ton with this fond delay. 
Once more adew, the reft let forrow fay. Exeunt . 

Enter DukeofYorkeand theDutcheffc. 

Hut, My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft. 
When weeping made you breake the ftory 
Of our two Coofins comminginto London. 

Torke, Where did I leaue l 
Bute. At that fad flop my Lord, 

I Where 
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The Tugedie tf 

Where rude mifgouernd hands from windowes tops, 
Threw dudand rubbifh on Km RichardsbtsA. 

Yorks. Then ( as I laid) the Duke great BulLsngbrotW 
Mounted vpon a hote andfierie deede. 

Which his afpirmg rider feemd to know 
With (low, but (lately pace kept on hiscourfe, 

While all tongues cride, God faue the BuUmgbrooke , 
You would haue thought the very Windowes fpake: 

So many greedy lookes of young and old, 

Through Cafemcnts darted their deliring eyes 
V pon his vifage, and that all the Walles, 

With painted imagery had (ayd at once, 

Iefu prefecuethe welcome Bullmgbreoke, 

Whiift hefromtheone (idetothe other turning 
Bare-headed, lower then his proud Steeds necke 
Bcfpake them thus, I thanke you Countrymen : 

And thus dill doing, thus hepaft along. 

Du. Alacke poore Richard , where rides he the whilft ! 

Yorke. As in a Theater the eyes of men, 

After a well graced Aftor leaucs the Stage, 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, — 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious; 

Euen fo, or with much more contempt mens eyes 
Did-fcoule on gentle Richard , no man cried God fauc hina; 
No ioyfulltonguegauehim his welcome home, 

But dud was throwne vpon his facred head; 

Which with fuch gentleforrow he (hooke off, 

His face dill combating with teares and (miles. 

The badges of his griefe and patience; 

That had not God tor fomc drong purpofe deeld 
The hearts ofmen,they mud perforce haue melted. 
And Barbarifmeitfelfe liaue pittied him; 

But heauen hath ahand in thefe euents. 

To whofe high will we bound our calme contents, 

T o HuUwgbrooke are we fworne fubie A now, 

Whofe date and honour I for aye allow, 
f' D*t' Heerc comes my lonne Aumcrlc.. 
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Richard the Second,^ 

York*. Aura«rle that was, vrnt; 

gut that is lod, for beingRahards friend ; . : t w t y, 
j^nd Madam, you mud call him Rutland now s 
I am in Paliament pledge for his rrueth 
And lading fealtic to the new made King, , - 
Out. Wdcome my fonne, who art the Violets now . 

That drew the greene lappe of the new-comefpring. 1 
Atitn. Madam iJcnow not nor I greatly care not, ‘ 

God knowesl had as liefebetioneas one. 

Y»rk$. Well, bearc you wed in this new (pringof time, 
Lead you be cropt before you come to prime. 

What newes from Oxford! do thefe iuds& triumphs hold? 
vdnm. For aught 1 know (my Lord) they do. 

Yorke, You will be there I know. 

Aum. IfGod preuent notlpurpofe (o. 

Yorke. What fealc is that that hangs without thy bofbmc 
Yea, lookd thou pale ! let me fee the writting. 

Aum. MyLordtis nothing. 

Yorke. No matter then who (ee it, 

• 1 will be fatidied, let mee fee the writting. 

Aum. I do bcfeech your Grace to pardon me. 

It is a matter offmalLconfequence, ; /’•_ 

Which for fome reafons I would not haueleetic. 

Me. Which for fome reafons (fir) ImeanetofeCt 
Ireare,Ifeare. 

Dm. What ihould you feare? 

Tisnothing but fome hand that he is entredinto 

For gay apparrcll againft the triumph. 

Mf. Bound to liimfelfe,what doth he with a bond 
1 hat hejs bound to* Wife, thou art a foole } 
me fee the writting. 

Am. I do befeech you pardon me, I may not (hew it, 
Yorke. I will befanffied; let me fee it, I fay : 

TW««<r , Hephckct ft out of, his befome,«ndrcads it, 
tviIlaine,traytor, fl,uc. 

, y ' What is thematter, my Lord ? 
vke. Ho, who is within there ! (addle my horfe; 

1 * God 
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The Tr Age die of 

God for his mercy j what Trechery is hecre \ 

Dm. Why, what is it my Lord? 

Torke. Giue me my bootes I fay , fadlc my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, my Life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villaine. 

Dm. What is the matter? 

Torkg. .Peace folilh womans • - 

Date. 1 wiU not peace* what is the matter Aumene ? 

Aum. Good mother be content, it is no more 
Then my poore life muft anfwere. 

Dncb Thy life anfwere? 

Torke. Bring me my bootes , I will vnto thcKing. 

His man inters with his bootes. 

Dh. Strike him Aumerie , poore boy thou art amazd, 
Hence villaine neucr more come iu my light. 

Torke. G iu e me my bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke, what wilt thou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trefpalfe of thine owne i 
Hauewemorefonnes? or are we like to haue ? 

Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time ? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from mine age, 

And robbe me of a happie mothers name ? 

Is he not like thee? is he not thine owne? 

Torke. Thou fond madwoman, 

Wilt thou conceale this darke confpiracte? 

A doozen of them heere, haue tane the (acrament ,. 

And interchangeably fetdowne their hands. 

To kill the King at Oxford, :| 

Du. He fiiall be none , week keepe him heere, 

Then what is that to him? 

Tor. Away fond woman, were he twenty timesmy fon,, 
J would appeach him. 

Dm. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done. 
Thou wouldft be more pitiful!: 

But now I know thy mind, thou doll fufpedt 
That I haue beene difloyall to thy bed, 

And that he is a baftard, not thy fonne .• 

Sweete 
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Richard the Second, 

S^etcTorke, fweete husband be net of that mind. 

He is aslike thee as a man may be, 

Mot like me or any of mykinne, 

Andyetllouehim. 

Terke, Make way vnruly woman. Exit. 

Da. After Aumerie : mount thee vpon his horfe, 

Spur, poft» and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee, 

Ileaot belong behind, though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fait as Y orfce, 

Andneuer will I rife vp from the ground, 

Till Bullingbrooke haue pardoned thee, away, be gone* 
Enter the King with his Nobles, 

1 KingH. Can noman tell me of my ynthriftie fonne? 

Tis full three months lince I did le him laft j 
If any plague hang ouer rs,.tis hee* 

I would to god my Lords, he migh t be found : 

Inquire at London, monglt the T auernes there, 
Fortherethey fay, hedayly doth frequent, 

With vnreftrained loofe companions, 

Eucn fuch (they fay ) as Hand in narrow lanes, 

And beate our watch, and robbe our pallengers, 

Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 

Takes on the point of honor to lupport fo dillolute a crew 
Hi Per. My Lord, fome two daies fince I faw the Prince 
Andtoldhimofthefetriumphsheld at Oxford* 

King. And what faid the Gallant? 

Perae. His anfwere was, he would to the ftewes. 

And from the commoneft creature plucke a gloue* 

Anjl weare it as a fauour,and with that 
Mewould vnhorfe theluftieft Challenger.. 

KingH. AsdilTolute as defperate, yet through both' 

1 fee fome fparkles of better hope, which elder ycarea. 
Mayhapily bring forth. But who comes hecre ? 

Enter ^Aumerie amazed. 

sAhth. Where is the King? (fo wildly?' 

King H, What meanes our coofin that he ftarqs & looks 
L 3, Atm, 
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The TrsgeMeef 

Aunt, Godfauc your Grace} I do befeceh your Maielty 
T o haue fomc conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues,and leauc vs here alone.* 
What is the matterwithour Coofm now? 

Aum. For euermay my knees grow to the earth. 

My tongue cleaue to my roofe within my mouth, 

V nktfe a pardon ere I rife or (peake. 

King, Intended, or committed, was this fault? 

If on thefirft, how hainous ere it be, 

To winne thy after loue, 1 pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leauc that I may turnc the Key, 
That no manentcr till my tale be done. 

King. Haue thy defire. 

The'Duke of Torke knocks atthe door e and crjtth. 
Torke* My Liege beware, looke to thy felfe. 

Thou haft a Traitor in thy prefence there. 

King. Villaine, ile make thee fafe. 

An, Stay thy reuengefull hand, thou haft no caufeto fcare 
Torke. Open the doore, fecure foole, hardy King: 
Shall 1 for loue ipeake treafon to thy face ? 

Open thedoore,or I will breake it open. 

King. What is the matter vncklc,fpcake, recouer breath, 
Tell vs, how necrc is danger. 

That we may arme vs to encounter it ? 

Torke, Perufe this writing here , and thou (halt know, 
The treafon that my haft forbids me ihow. 

Ah. Remember as thou read’ft, thy promife paft, 

I doe repent me,vreade not my namethere, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand,. 

Torke. It was ( villaine) ere thy hand did fet it downe i 
I tore it from the traitors boforoe (King) 

Feare,and nos loue, begets his penitence: 

Forgetto pitty him, left thy pitty prooue 
A ferpent, that will ftingthee to thee heart. 

King. O heynous, ftrong,and boldconfpiraciel 
O loyall father of a treacherous fonne ! 

T houlheerc knsnaculateand filuer Fountainc, 

From 
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Richard the Second. 

From whence this ftreame through rauddie paffages 
Hath hold his current, and defilde himfelfc; 

Thy ouerflow of good conuerts to bad, 

And thy aboundant goodneife Ihall'excufe 
^is deadly blot in thy digrefsing fonne. 

Ttrke. So (hall my V ertue, be his Vices baude. 

And he (hall fpend mine honor, with hislhame* 

As thriftles Sonnes, their ferapmg Fathers Gold 
Mine honour lines when hts dilhonour dies. 

Or my (hamde life in his difhonor lies.: 

Thou kill! me in his life giuinghim breath,- 
The traitor liues, the true man's put to death. 

Dutch. What ho, my Liege for Gods fake let me in, 

King. What (h rill voye’d luppliant makes this eger cry?. 

Bute. A woman, and thy Aunt (great King) tis I, 
Speakewith me, pittie me, open the doore,. 

ABegger begs, that neuer begd before; 

King, Our feene is altered from a ferious thing, 
Andnowchangdeto the Beggar and, the King: 

My dangerous Coofin, let your Mother in, 

I know (he is come, to pray for your foulefinne. 

Torke. If thou do pardon whofoeuer pray. 

More fmnes for this forgiuencs, profper may : 
Thisfeftredioynt cut otf,thercft reft found, 

Thislet alone, will all the reft confound. 

But. Oh King, bcleeue not this hard-harted man ! 
Louelouing not it felfe, none other can.. 

Torke. Thou franticke woman,what doft thoamake.hcrei 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traytor reare ? 

‘But. Sweete Yorkc be patient; hcare me gentle Liege. 

KingH. Rifevp good Aunt. 

But. Notyctltheebefeech, 
for eucr will I walkevpon my knees, 

And neuer fee day that the happy fees, 

Till thou giue ioy ; vntillthou bid mcioy, 

% pardoning Rutland, my tranfgrefling boy.. 

4u. Vnto my mothers praiers 1 bend my knee; 

Ycrkfi 
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The Traced, e of 

Yorke* Againft them both my true ioynts bended be, 

111 mayft thouthriue if thou graunt any grace. 

Date, Plead eshe in earneft ? lookevponhis face: 

His eyes do drop no teares, his prayers arc in ieft, 

His words do come from his mouth, ours from our bread: 
Heprayes but faintly, and would be denidc. 

We pray with heart and foulc, and all belide; 

His weary ioynts would gladly rife I know. 

Our knees ftillkneele till to the ground they grow : 

His prayers are full of falfe hypocryfic. 

Ours of true zeale and deepe integritie : 

Our prayers doe out- pray his, then let them hauc 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 

Ktng. Good Aunt (land vp. 

Bute* Nay, doc not fay, ftand vp; 

Say pardon full, and afterwards (land vp. 

And if I were thy nurfethy tongue to teach. 

Pardon (hould be the fir ft word of thy (peach: 

I neuerlongd tohearcaword tillnow, 

Say pardon King, let pittie teach the how: 

The word is fliort, but not Co lhort a* fwcetc; 

No word like Pardon for Kings wiouthe s lo mcetc. 

T< irke. S peake it in French, King fay , Txrdonnemy, 
Dutc.T>o& thou teach pardon? pardon to deltroy: 

Ah my fowre Husband, my hard hearted Lord! 
Thatfets the word it felfe againft the word; 

Speake pardon as tis currant in our Land, 

The choppingFreneh we do not vndcr ftand : 

Thine eye begins to fpeake, fetthy tongue there, 

Or in thy piteous heart, plant thou thine eare, 

That hearing how our plaints and prayers doe pierce, 
Pittie may moouethec pardon torehearfe. 

King H. Good Aunt ftand vp. 

Dutch, I doe not fueto ftand; 

Pardon is all the futc I haue in hand. 

Kina. I pardon him as God (hall pardon me. 

Dutc* O happy vantage of a kneeling knee. ^ 
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Richard the Second, 

Yet am I ficke for feare, fpeake it againe ; 

Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twaine. 

But makes one Pardon ftrong, 

Ki„o. I pardon him with all my heart. 

Dutch. A God on earth thou art. 

Kmg, Butforourtruftiebrorherin law and the Abbot, 
With all the reft of ihatconlorted crew, 
peftrudion ftrait (hall dog them at the heeles, 

Good V nckle, helpe to order feuerall powers 
To Oxford, or where ere thele traitours are. 

They (hall not liuewithin thisworld Hweare, 

But 1 will haue them, if I once know where. 

Vnckle farewell, and coofin adue. 

Your mother well hath prayed, and prooueyou true. 

‘Dutc. Come my old fonne, I pray God make thee new. 

Exeunt, Manet Sir Pierce Exton,&c , 
o«.Didft thou not marke the K. what words he (pake 
Haue I no friend will rid me of this Iiuing feare i 
Wasitnotfo? 

Mm. Thcfewere his very words. 

Exton. Haue I no friend quoth he? hefpakcittwice. 
And vrgdc it twicetogether, did he not ? 

Man. He did. 

Exton, And (peaking it ,he\viftly lookt on me. 

As who fliould lay, I would thou wert the man, 

Tliat would diuorce this terrour from my heart, 
Mcaningthe King at Pamfret. Come, lets go, 

1 am the Kings friend, and will rid his foe. Exeunt. 

Enter Richard alone. 

%ch, I haue been ftudying howto compare 
This Prifon where 1 liue, v nto the world : 

And for becaufc the world is populous. 

And heer e is not a creature but my fclfc, 
lean nor do it : yet lie hammer it out : 
my braine lie proouc the female to my (oule j 
My foulc the father, and tbc/etwo beget 
A generation of ftdl-breeding thoughts $ 
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The Tragedic of 

And thcfciaime thoughts peoplethis littleworld. 

In humours like the people of this world : 

For no thought is contented .-the better fort. 

As thoughts of things diuine arc intermixt 

With lc ru pi cs > and do fet theword is lclfe 

Againlt th v word, as thus.- Come little ones ,& then againe 

It is as hard to come as for a Cammcll 

To thread the frnall pofternc of a fmall needles eye : 

Thoughts tending to ambition they doc plot 

Vnlikclic wonders : how thefevaineweake nayles 

May tcare apatl'agethorowthc Flinty ribs 

Of this hard world, my ragged prifonwalles: 

And for they cannot die in their owne pride, 

Thoughts tendingto content, flatter themfelues. 

That they are not the fir ft of Fortunes flaues. 

Nor (hall not bethc laft, like leely beggars 
Who fittingin theStockes,rcfnuge their ihame, 

That many haue, and others mull fit there. 

And in this thought they find a kind of cafe, 
Bearingtheir owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of fuch as haue before indurde thelike, 

T hus play I in one Prilon many people. 

And none contented fometimes am I a King, 

T hen Treafons make mcwifli my fclfe a Begger, 

And fo 1 am : then crufhingPenurie 
Perlwadesme 1 was betterwhen a King $ 

Then am I aKing againe, and bv and by , 

Thinke that lam vnkingd by Bullingbrooke, 

And ftraightam nothing. But what ere 1 be. 

Nor I, norany man, that but man is. 

With nothing, (hall be pleafde,till he beeafde 
With being nothing Mulicke do I hearc $ c JMuJtcksfhi^ 
Ha,ha, k cepe time-, how fowre iweete Mulicke is 
When Time is broke, and no proportion kept. 

So is it in the muficke of mens liues : 

And heere haue I the daintindfc of care 
To checke Time broke in difordered ftringj 



But 



Richard the Second , 

Rut for the concord o fmy ft ate and tittle, ■ : 5 

Fad not an care, to heare my true time broket • t 
1 walled Time, and now dotli time wafte me : 

For now hath time made his numbring docke 5 
,\ly thoughts are urinutes, and with fighes they iarre, 

There watches, Qpv ntoirime eyestbe outward watch, 
Whereto my finger like a Dials point. 

Is pointing ftilli in deanfi ng them from teares. 

Now fir, the found that tels what howre tt is, 

Are clamorous groanes^wbich ftrikevpon my heart, 
Which is the Belh-jfq fighes, and Teares, and Groanesj 
Shew Minifies, Times, and Houres: butmy Time 
Runnes polling on in Bnllrngbrooks proud ioy, 

While I (land fooling heere his iacke of the docket 
ThisMuiicke maddes me, let it found no more, 
Forthpugh it hath holpmaddemento their wits, 
Inmeitfeemesit will make wifetnenmadde. 

Yetblefling on his heartthat giues it me, 

For f is a ligne of loue : and kmc to Richard, 

Isa (Irangebrooehin this al-hatiug world. 

Enter a G roome of the Stable. 

Grome. Haile rovall Prince. • - 

Rich. Thanks noble.Peere: 

Thecheapeft of vs is ten groats to'adeare. 1 •' 

What art thou? and howcommeft thou hither. 

Where no maneuercomes butthaefad Doggc,- - 
That brings me foode to make misfortune liue? ' 

Cjroome, Iwas apoore G roome of thy liable, King. 
When thou wert King : who traudling towards Yorke> 
With much adoe ( at lengthy haue gotten leaue ' : '■ 

To looke vpon my fometimes royall maifters face ; 

Oh how it ernd my heart, when 1 beheld 
In London flreets that Coronation day, 

Wien Rullmgbroeke rode on Roane Barbaric, 

1 hat Horfe, that thou fo ofteirtoaft beftriue, 
r , that 1 fo carefully haue dre ft. 

Rich, RodehebnBarbbcie; cell me gendefriend, 

K i * How 
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TheTugcdit <j 

Hownent he vnder him i 
Groomt . So proudlie, as if he difdaind the ground. 
ite6. So proud that Bullingbrooke was on his backc: 
That lade bath eatc bread from my Roy all hand } 

This hand hath made him proud with clapping him ; 
Would he not Humble? would he not fall downe ? 

Since pride muft haue a fall, and breake the necke 
Of that proud man, that did vfurpe his backe? 
Forgiuenelfe Horfe, why do I ray le on thee ? 

Since thou created to be awde by man. 

Waft borne to beare, I was not made a Horfe, 

And yet 1 bearea burthen like an Atfe, 

Spurde, galde, and tyrde by iauncing 'BuUingbieokg. i 
Keeper. Fellow giue place, heere is no longer ftay. 

Rich, If thou loue me, tis time thou wert away. 

Groo, What my tongue dares not, that my heart fhallfay. 

Exit Groome, Enter we to Richard with meat. 

Keeper. My Lord, wilt pleafe you to fall to? 

Rich. Taft of it fir ft, as thou wert wont to do. 

Keeper. My Lord i dare not, fi r Pierce of Exton. 

Who lately came from the King, commands the contnuy 
Rich. TheDcuilltake Henry of Lancafter and thee: 
Patience is ftale, and I am wearie of it. 

Keeper. Helpe, helpe, helpe. 

T he murderers rufh in. 

Rich. How now, what meanes Death in this rudealfaultj 
Villaine thine owne hand yeilds thy deaths inftrument, 
Goc thousand fill another roome in Hell; 

HeereExton firikes him downe. 

Rich. Thathand ihallburncinneuer-quenchingfire, 
That ftaggersthus my perfon : Ex ten, thy fierce hand 
Hath with the Kings blood ftaind the kings owneland; 
Mount, mount my i’oule, thy feate is vp on hie, 

Whilft my groife Hefh finkes downeward heere to die. 

Exton. As full of valour, as of Royall blood : 

Both haue I fpild 5 Oh would the deed were good I 
For now the Deuill that told me I did . well, 

■ - - S»y« 
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Richard fheSeewct. 

. eJ that this deed is chronicled in Hells 
2L dead King to the liuingKing lie beare, 
{ike hence the reft,& giuethem buriallheerc. 



Exit, 



Enter Bullingbrooke with the Duke ofTorke. 



v„>e. Kind VnckleYorke, the lateftnewes weheare, 
j s that the Rebels haue confirmed with fire 
Ourtowne Ciceter in Glocefterihire .• 

Butwhether they be tane or fiaine, we hearenot: 

Welcome my Lord, what is the newes i 
Enter Northumberland, 

North. Firft,tothyfacrcd (late wifh Iallhappineflej 
The next newes is, I haue to London fent 
The heads of Oxford, Salisburie, and Kent : 

The manner of their taking may appears 
At large difeonrfed in this paper heere. 

King. We thanke thee gentle Percie for thy paines* 

And to thy worth will adderight worthy gaines. 

Enter Lord Eitzwaters, 

pitz. My Lord, l haue from Oxford fentto London^ 

The heads of Broccas, and fir Benet Seely 5 
Two of the dangerous conforted Traytors,. 

That fought at Oxford thy dire ouerthrow. 

King Thy paines Fitz : fhall not be forgot,. 

Right noble is thy. merit well I wot. 

Enter Henrie Percie. 

Per. ThegraundconfpiratorAbbotof Weftminfter* 
With clogge of confcience and fowre melancholic, 
Hathyeeldedvp his body to the Graue; 

But here is CW«'/liuing, to abide ' 

Thy Kingly doomc, and fentence of his pride*. 
i King firteiR this is your doome, 

Choofe out fomc fccrer place, fome reuerend roome 
More then thou haft, and with it ioy thy life, 

Soasthouliu’ft in peace, die free from ftrife: 

For though mine euemie thou haft euer been, 

«igh fparkes of Honour in thee haue Iiecne,. 

K 3 ; " Enter? 









The Tyagedtetf 

. . '■ • ' /. 

Enter Extort with the Coffin. ., • 1 

X\il\ i ; . r Hoi** . -• • - - •* 

Exton, Great King, within th s Coffin I prefent 
Thy buriedfeafe i.heerchUU bteathlcftelies £. m‘x 

Themi^t^ftp|thy gre^tQrterfeiWcs, .V.':r. / i . 

Etc hard of Burdeaqx y by me hither brought. }• . ;}• : ■ " 
King. Exton., I thanke thee not, for thou haft wrought 
A deedc of flaughte-r vtijh thyfatall hand, s 1 . •; : 
ypon my head, and ah this famous land., ,1 j v. . 
Exton. From y our owne.mouth (myLo^didlthisdced 
Kmg. They lcju&ifotpoyfon, that do poyfen need, . 
Nor doelth&c', though I did with him dead* 
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I hate the murth^re# ioue him murthered: ' ,• o 

The guilt of confdei76§takcihouf©)t thy laboure r: ( r 

Butneithermy good wprdjiiorPrinccliifi fa-aonri ' 
With Caitft go w^nder^hreAigh the fhadedf night, ’ . 

And neuer ffifw thy head by day nor light. . \ i . id, 

Lords, 1 proteft myTojde is full qf woe, 

taegrow? .! •. 

Come mournc witl\m§pftw wh^hdoelamenr, >; 
Andputonfullenhlaelteihcomirientj ; 
lie make a voyage tothe Holy land, i;. i S* ydum 

- To waffi this blvjod off from my guiltie hand, V 

March fadlya^er, grace niytuoiutningsheere, ■ 

In weeping after this viititnety Baere. hv 
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